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ROBERT BURNS. 

1759^1796. 



CRAIGIEBURN WOOD. 

In August, 1792, Johnson published the fburth vol- 
ume of hia Scots Musical Museum, containing a num- 
ber of Bonga by Burna, either wholly original, or im- 
provements upon rude ditties of the olden time. Such 
as have not already been inserted in connection with 
particular dates and eircumstancea are here presented. 

Sweet closes the eve on Craigiebum Wood, 
And blithely awaukens the morrow ; 

But the pride of the spring in the Craigiebum 
Wood 
Can yield me nothing but sorrow. 

Beyond thee, dearie, beyond thee, dearie, beaiae 
And oh, to be lying beyond tliee ! 

sweetly, soundly, weel may he sleep 
That's laid in the bed beyond thee. 

I see the spreading leaves and flowers, 
I hear the wild birds singing; 
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CRAIGIEBUES A 



But pleasure they bae nane for me, 
While care my heart is wringing. 



I canna teU, I maunna tell, 

I darena for your anger ; 
But secret love will break my heart, 

K I conceal it langer, 

I see thee gracefu', straight, and tall, 
I see thee sweet and bonny ; 

But oh, what will my torments be, 
If thou refuse thy Johnnie ! 

To see thee in another's arms, 

In love to lie and languish, 
'Twad be my dead, that will be seen, * 

My heart wad burst wi' anguish. 

But, Jeanie, say thou wilt be mine, 
Say thou lo'es nane before me. 

And a' my days o' life to come 
ni gratefully adore thee. 
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CRAIGIEBURN WOOD. 

The above, Burns himself tells us, was composed aa 
a representation of the passion which a Mr. Gillespie, a 
particular frieud of his, had for a young iadj named 
Lorimer [the Chloris of two years later], who had 
been born at Craigiebuni Wood, a beautiful place 
near Moffat. The names of Gillespie and Lorimer 
are sdll to be seen inscribed on a pane in the poet's 
parlor window at Ellisland. As Miss Lorimer was 
born in 1 775, she must have been only sixteen at most 
when wooed vicariously in these impassioned stanzas. 
It was not her destiny to become Mrs. Gillespie ; but 
it was reserved for her to be the subject of many other 
lays by Burns, as will be learned more particularly 
further on. Bums afterwards altered and reduced 
the song of Craigieburn Wood into the following more 
eorreet, but also tamer form. 

Sweet fa's the eve on Craigieburn, 
And blithe awakes the morrow ; 

But a' the pride o' spring's return 
Can yield me noeht but sorrow. 

1 see the flowers and spreading trees, 
I hear the wild birds singing ; 
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FKAE THE FKIENDS AND LAND 1 LOVE. [1792. 

But what a weary wight can please. 
And care his bosom wringing ? 

Fain, fain would I my griefs impart, 

Yet dareoa for your anger ; 
But secret love wiil break my heart 

If I conceal it langer. 

If thou refuse to pity me, 

If thou shalt love anither, 
When yon green leaves fade frae the tree, 

Around my grave they'll wither. 



FRAE THE FRIENDS AND LAND I LOVE. 

AlR—CarronSkte. 

" Burns says of this song : ' I aAfhil the last four 
lines by way of giving a turn to the theme of the 
poem, auch a? it is.' Tlie whole song, however, is in 
his own handwriting, and I have reason to believe 
it is aU his own." — Stenhouse. 

Frae the friends and land I love 
Driven by Fortune's felly spite, 

Frae my best beloved I rove, 
Never mair U> taste delight j 
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. 34,1 IIEIKLK TUINKS MY LOVE. 

Ne^er moir maun 1 pL to find 
Ed e frae foi! relief fr\e care 

When reraembmncp wrack the mind 
Plea uies but unveil de pan 

Brightest dimes hall mirk itjeir 

Desert ilk'i blooming sliire 
Till the Fafes nw ni-iii s leie 

Fiiend hip Loie ani Peite re tore 
Til! Revenge wi laurelled head 

Bring our banishe 1 Iiarae again 
And ilk loyil bonny hd 

Cro s (he sea. ind v.m hw «n 



MEIKLE THINKS MY I.OVE. 

TasE—Jig Tocher's Hie Jtwd. 

Althougli this song appears in the Mussum with 
the name of Burns, Mrs Be^ affirms that it is in 
reality only an improvement by her brother upon an 
old song. 

O MEIKLE thinks my luve o' my heauly, 
And meikle thinks my luve o' my kin ; 

But little thinks my luve I ken brawlie know weu 
My tocher's the jewel has charms for him. jmriion 



H.*. I, Google 



It's a' for the apple hell nourish the tree ; 

It's a' for the honey he'll cherish the bee ; 
Mj laddie's sae meikle in luve wi' (he siller, 

He canna hae love to spare for me. 

Tour proffer o' luve's an arle-pennj, earnest, bai 

My tocher's the bargain ye wad buy ; 
But an ye be ccafty, I am cunnin', 

Sae ye wi' another your fortune maun try. 
Ye're like to the timraer o' yon rotten wood, 

Ye're like to the bark o' yon rotten tree ; 
Te'll slip frae me like a knotless thread. 

And yell craek your credit wi' mae nor me 



WHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIE'^ 

Ttrim — Whia can a Young Laade dotm^ an Aald Maa t 

What can a young lassie, what shall a young 
lassie, 

What can a young lassie do wi' an auld man? 
Bad luck on the penny that tempted my minnie 

To sell her poor Jenny for siller and Ian'! 

He's always eompleenin' frae momin' to e'enin'. 
He hoasis and he hirples the cnugha— sobbiM 
weary day lang ; 
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JIT. 3+.] now CAN I BE BLITHE AMD GLAD ? 7 

He's doyl't and he's dozin', hia bluid it is itnpii 
frozen, 

dreary's the night wi' a crazy auld man 1 

He hums and he hankers, he frels and he fumbles 
eanlters, 

1 never can please him, do a' that I can ; 
He's peevish and jeafons of a' tlie young fellows, 

O dool on the day I met wi' an auld man ! sorrow 

My auld auntie Katie ujton me takes pity, 
I'll do my endeavour to follow her plan : 

ril cross him, and wrack him, until I heart- 
break him, 
And then his auld brass will bay me a new 



HOW CAN I BE BLITHE AND GLAD? 

TtJSE — Ifte B/mny Lad that's far awa'. 

" He took the first line, and even some hinfs of his 
verses, from an old song in Herd's collection, which 
begins : ' How can I be blithe or glad, or in my mind 
contented be?'" — Slenhouse. 

O HOW can I be blithe and glad. 

Or liow can I gang brisk and braw, fine 

When the bonny lad that I lo'e best 
Is owre the hills and far awa' ? 
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THOU ART SAB FAU 

It's no the frosty winter wind. 

It's no the driving drift and SHaw ; 

But aye the tear comes in my e'e, 
To think on him that's far awa'. 

My father pat me frae his door, 
My friends they hae disowned me ; 

But I hae ane will tak my part, 
The bonny lad that's fer awa'. 

A pair o' gloves he hought to me, 
And silken snoods he gae me iwa; 

Ajid I will wear them for his sake. 
The bonny lad that's far awa'. 



I DO CONFESS THOU ART SAE FAIR. 

I DO confess thou art sae fair, 

Z wad heen owre the lugs in love, «« 

Had I na found the slightest prayer 

That lips eould speak thy heart could move. 
I do confess thee sweet, but find 

Thou are sae thriftless o' thy sweets. 
Thy favours are the silly wind, 

That kiss^ ilka thing it meets. 



H.*. I, Google 



ST. 34.] I DO CONFESS THOU AKT SAE FAIR. 

See yonder rose-bud, rich in dew, 

Aniang its native briers sae coy ; 
How snne it tines its scent and hue ii 

When pon'd and worn a common toy ! 
Sic fate, ere lang, shall thee betide, 

Thougli thou may gaily bloom a while ; 
Yet sunethou shalt be thrown aside 

Like ony common weed and vile.' 

' Altered into the Scoloti language- by Burns from ho Ei 
lieh poem by Sit Robert Ajton, private secretary to An 
consort of James VL Sir Bobert's verses are as follow : - 

I do eonfoES tbou'rt sweet; yet find 
Thee such an ualhrifl of thy sweets, 

Thy favors are but like the wind, 
That kiBSeth everylhing it meets ; 

And since thoo. canst with more than one, 

Thou'rt worthy to be kissed by none. 

The morning rose that untouched stands, 
Armed with her briers, how sweetly smells! 

But pludced and strained through ruder hands. 
Her scent no longer with her dwells. 

But scent and beauty both are gone, 

And leaves fall tVom her one by one. 

Such fate, ere long, will thee betide, 
When thou bast handled been awhile, — 

Like 8un-flowers to be thrown aside, — 
And I shall sigh whik some will smile; 

So see thy love for more than one 

Has lironght thee to be loved by none. 
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YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS. 

Tune — Yoa WUd Mostg MouiUai'is. 

" This tune is by Oswald : the song alludes to a part 
of my private history ivhieh it is of no consequence to 
flie world to know." — BuBNa. 

Ton wild mossy mountains sae lofty and wide, 
That nurse in their bosom the youth o' the 

Clyde, 
Where the grouse lead their coveys through the 

heather to feed, 
And the shepherd tents his flock as he pipes 

on his reed. 

Not Gowrie's rich valleys, nor Forth's sunny 

shores, 
To me hae the charms o' yon wild mossy moors ; 
. For there, by a lanely and sequestered stream, 
Resides a sweet lassie, my thought and my 

dream. 

Amang thae wild mountains shall still be my 

Ilk stream foaming down its ain green, narrow 
strath ; ybUsj 
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-ET. Si.] TON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS. 11 

For there, wi' my lassie, the day lang I rove, 
While o'er as unheeded flee tlie swift hours o' 

She ii not the fairest, although she is fair ; 
0' nice education but sma' is her share; 
Her parentage humble as humble can be ; 
But I lo'e the dear lassie because she lo'es me. 

To beauty ivhat man but maun yield him a 

In her armour of glances, and blushes, and 

sighs 1 
And when wit and refinement hae polished her 

They dazzle our e'en, as they flee to our hearts. 
But kindness, sweet kindness, in the fond spar- 
Has lustre outshining the diamond to me ; 
And the heart beating love as Pm clasped in 

her arnis. 
Oh, these are my lassie's all-conquering chai'ras ! 
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D -TWENTY, TAM. 



O FOR ANE-AJJD-TWENTY, TAM. 

Tvnii — The MomEemi'ii. 

" Tho subject of this song had a real origin : a young 
girl having been left some property by a near relation, 
aud at her owa disposal on her attuning m^ority, iras 
pressed by her relations to marry an old riuh booby. 
Her affections, however, had previously been engaged 
by a young man, to whom she had pledged her troth 
when she should become of age, and she of course ob- 
stinately rejected the solicitadons of lier friends to any 
other match. Burns represents the lady addressing 
her youthful lover in the language of constancy and 
affection." — Slenhotise. 

CH0HU8. 

And for ane-and-twenty, Tarn, 

And hey, sweet ane-and-twentj, Tam, 

I'll learn my kin. a rattlin' sang. 
An' I saw ane-and-twentj, Tam. 

They snool me smr, and haud me down, 'cub 
And gar me look like bluntie, Tam! BsniTeiier 

But three short year« will soon wheel roun' — 
And then comes ane-and-lwenty, Tam. 
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XT. 34.] BESS AND HER SPIKNINU-"W"HEEI,. 

A gleib o' Ian', a claut o' gear, 
Was left me by my aunfie, Tam ; 

At liith ov kin I needna spier, 
An' I saw ane-and-twenty, Tam. 

They'll hae me wed a wealthy coof. 
Though I mysel' hae plenty, Tam ; 

But hear'st thou, laddie — there's my loof— 
I'm thine at ane-and-twenty, Tam. 



BESS AND HER SPtNNING-WHEEL. 

Tube — ISe Sweet Laea l}mt lo'ei tat. 

LEF.ZG me on my spinning-wheel, dear a me 

O leeze me on ray rock and reel ; 

Frae tap to tae that deeds me bien, eomfiiriabij 

And haps me fiel and warm at e'en! wmpe— eon 

I'll set me down and sing and spin. 

While laigh descends flie simmer sun, lo" 

Blest wj' content, and milk and meal — 

leeze me oq my spijining-wheel ! 

On ilka hand the bumies trot, 

And meet below my theekit cot ; iiiatehed 
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H BES9 AMD HF.H SPINNING-WHEEL. [1792. 

The scenfed birk and hawthorn white, 

Aeroas the pool (heir arms unite, 

Alike to screen the birdie's nest, 

And little fishes' caller rest ; «mi 

The sun blinks kindly in the bid', Bhed 

Where blithe I turn my spinning-wheel. 

On lofty aika the cushats wail, wood-pigeona 

And echo cons the doolfu' tale; 

The lintwhites in the hazel braes, liaaetg 

Delighted, rival ither's lays : 

The craik aniang the clover hay, landrail 

The paitrick whirrin' o'er the ley, partridgo 

The swallow jinkin' round my sbiel, dodging— shed 

Amuse me at my spinning-wheel. 

Wi' ami to aell and lesa to buy, 
Aboon I stre'''' belo» envy, 
wh-j wad leave this humble state. 
For I the pnle of a (he great? 
Amid their flirmg idle toys 
Amid their cumbrous d n ome joys, 
Chh they the peace and pleasure feel 
Of Bea y It her "ipmninf, wheel ? 
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r. 34.] NITHSDALe's WELCOME HAME. 



NITHSDALE'S WELCOME HAME. 

Written when Lady Winifred Maxwell, the <!e- 
scendant of the forfeited Earl of Nithsdale, returned 
to Scotland and rebuilt Terregles House, in the Stew- 
artry of Kirkcudbright. Captain Riddel of Glenrid- 
del furnished the air to which Burns composed the 



The noble Maxwells and their powers 

Are coming o'er the Border, 
And they'll gae bigg Ten-egles towers, bi 

And set them a' in order. 
And they declare Terreglea fair. 

For their abode they choose it; 
There's no a heart in a' the land 

But's lighter at the news o't. 

Though stars in skies may disappear, 

And angry tempests gather, 
The happy hour may sooa be near 

That brings us pleasant weather. 
The weary night o' care and grief 

May hae a joyful morrow ; 
So dawning day has brought relief — 

Fareweel our night of sorrow ! 
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COUNTEY LASSIE. 
TnsE—The COmtrf) Lau. 

In simmer, when clie liay was mawn, 

And com waved green in ilka field, 
While claver blooms white o'er the lea. 

And roses blaw in i!ka bield ; iheicered 
Bliihe Besaie in the milking shie!, 

Says, " ru be wed, come o't what will ; 
Out gpak a dame in wrinkled eild, 

" guid advisement comes nae ill. 

" It's ye hae wooers raonie ane. 

And, lassie, ye're but young, ye ken ; 
Then wait a wee, and cannie wale c 

A routhi^ butt, a routhie ben : weii-stami 
There's Johnnie o' the Buskie Glen, 

Fu' is his barn, fu' is his byre ; co»- 
Tak this frae me, ray bonny ben, 

It's plenty beets the lover's fire." fc« 

" For Johnnie o' the Buskie Glen, 
I dinna care a single file j 
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He lo'es sae wee] his craps and kye, 
Ke has nae luve to spare for me. 

But blilhe's the blink o' Robbie's e'e, 
And weel I wat he lo'cs rae dear ; 

Ae blink o' him I wadna gie 

For Buskie Glen and a' his gear." raoney 

" thoughlless lassie, life's a faught ; flgbt 

The caoniest gate, the strife is sair; ■ wiMstway 

But aye fou han't is fechtin' best, fuii-handed— flghting 

But some will spend, and some will spare, 
And wilfu' folk maun hae their will; 

Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair, Then 

Keep mind that ye maun drink the yilL" aie 

" gear will buy me rigs o' land, 

And gear will buy me sheep and kye ; 
But the tender heart o' leesome luve piMsaai 

The gowd and siller canna buy. 
We may be poor — Robbie and I, 

Light is the burden luve lays on ; 
Content and luve brings peace and joy — 

What mair hae queens upon a throne ? " 
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FAIR ELIZA. 

Burns composed this song to a Highland air which 

he found m Macdonald's collecdon. In the anginal 

manuscript, the name of the heroine is Bahina, which 

he ia understood to have afterwards changed to Eliza, 

aa Mr. Stcnhouse relates, that the 

rs w d d to embody the passion of a 

M U le a 1 of the poet, towards a Rabina 

o wh would appear, was loved in vain, 

fob w the West Indies, and there died 



Tden again, thou fair Eliza, 

Ae kind blink before we part, 
Rue on thy despairing lover ! 

Canst thou break his faithfu' heart? 
Turn again, thou fair Eliza ; 

If to love thy heart denies, 
For pity hide the cruel sentence. 

Under friendship's kind disguise ! 

Thee, dear maid, hae I offended? 

The offence is loving thee : 
Canst thou wreck his peace for ever, 

"Wha for thine wad gladly die ? 
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r. 34.] O LDVE WILL VENTURE IN. 

While the life beats in my bosom, 
Thou shalt mix in ilka throe; 

Turn again, thou lovely maiden, 
Ae sweet smile on me bestow. 



Not the bee upon the I 

In the pride o' sunny noon ; 
Not the little sporting fairy, 

All beneath the simmer moon ; 
Not the poet in the moment 

Fancy lightens on his e'e. 
Kens the pleasure, feels the raptui 

That thy presence gies to me. 



O LUVE WILL VENTURE IN. 

TvsE — The Poain. 

LTJVB will venture in where it daurna wee! 

be seen; 
luve will venture in where wisdom ance has 

been ; 
But I will down yon river rove, among the 

wood sae green — 
And a' .to pu' a posie to ray aln dear May. 
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20 O LUVK WILL VENTURE IN. [1792. 

The primroac I will pu', the firstling o' the 

And I will pu' the pink, the emblem o' my 

For she's (he pinfc o' womankind, and blooms 
without a peer — 
Aud a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

I'll pu' the budding rose, when Phcebus peeps 

For it's like a baumy kiss o' her sweet bonny 

The hyacinth for constancy, wi' its unchanging 
blue — 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The illy it is pure, and the lily it is fair. 
And in her lovely bosom I'll place the lily 

there; 
The daisy's for simplicity and unaffected air — 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The hawthorn I will pu', wi' its locks o' siller 

gray, 
Where, like an aged man, it stands at break 

But the songster's nest within the bush I winna 

And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 
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The woodbine I will pu' ivlien the e'ening-slar 

And the diamond draps o' dew shall be her 

The violet's for modesty, which weel she 

fa's to wear — hassrisbt 

And a' to be a posie to my ain deal' May. 

I'll tie the posie round wi' the silken band o' 

And I'll place it in her breast, and I'll swear 

by a' above. 
That to my latest draught o' life the band shall 

And this shall be a posie to ray ain dear 
May, 



THE BANES OF BOON. 

TusB — Cakdooian Hunt's Dehght. 

Yk banks and braes o' bonny Doon, 
How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair; 

How can ye chant, ye little birds. 
And I sae weary fu' o' care I 
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22 WILLIE WASTLE. [1793. 

Tlioult break my beart, thou warbling bird, 
That wantons througb the flowering thorn; 

Thou minds me o' departed joys, 
Departed — never to return! 

Aft hae I roved by bonny Dooii, 

To see the rose and woodbine twine ; 
And ilka bird sang u' its luve, 

And fondly sae did I o' mine. 
Wi' lightsome heart I piiu'd a rose, 

Fu' sweet upon its thorny tree ; 
And my fause luver stole my rose, 

But ah ! he left the thorn wi' me.' 



WILLIE WASTLE. 

TtTBE— T^e Mghl MenofMmdarl. 

Willie Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 

The spot they called it Linkum-doddie ; 

1 This, it will be observed, is a second version of the ballad 
which Bums produced ia 1787, upon the sad fat« of Miss 

Pegej- K . Although none of Burns's songs has been 

more popular than this, one cannot but regret its superseding 
so entirely the original ballad, which in touching simplicity 
of expression is certainly much superior. 
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TNiUie nis a wab ter guid w»Tsr 

Could =town a clew wi ony bodie sffii™ 

He had a wife mi dour inl din harsiiuia m^j 

TinVlei Madgie was her mither 
Sn. 1 -nife a= Willie hid 

1 Hidna gie a button for her 

She has an ee — she ha"* but ane 

The eat has twa the very coloui 
Five rustj teeth foibye a stump besidej 

A clapper tongue wtd icavc a miller ooafen 
A nhihkin beard ibout hei mou 

Her no^e and chin they thre-»len itler— 
Sic a wife as Wilhe had 

I wadni gie a button foi her 

She "i bough houghed she s hem shinned ' 

Ae limpin leg a hand bieed shorter 
She* twisted right shes twi ted left 

To balancp fair in ilki quarlpr 
She Ins a hump upon her bren. t 

The twin o that upon her shouther — sbonWer 
bic a wife as 'Uilhe had 

I wadna gie a button for her 

Auld baudrons by the ingle sit thecii 

And w! her loof her face a nishin imIl 

But Willie 'i wife is nae -ae tug 

She dights her gruizie wi a "ipc — p mouUi 

'lowletgoii Ihia shinned 1?) 
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Her walie nieves like middeti- in 
creek, 

Her face wad fyle the Lc^n 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wadaa gie a button far her. 



THE SMILING SFRINU. 
Tone— Tht Bonny Bell. 

The smiling Spring comes in rejoicing. 

And surly Winter grimly tlies ; 
Now crystal clear are the falling waters, 

And bonny blue are the sunny skies. 
Fresh o'er the mounlaina breaks forth the 
morning, 

The evening gilds the ocean's swell ; 



And I rejoice in my bonny Bell. 

The flowery Spring leada sunny Summer, 

And yellow Autumn presses near ; 
Then in hlf, turn comes gloomy Winter, 

Tdl smiling Spring again appear. 
Thus seasons dancing, life advancing. 

Old Time and Nature tbeir changes tell. 
But never ranging, still unchanging, 

I adore my bonny Bell. 
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THE GALLANT WEAVER, 

Tune— The Weovsr's March. 

Wheke Cart rina rowiti' to the sea, rolling 
By monie, a flower and spreading tree, 
There lives a lad, the lad for me, 
He is a gallant weaver. 

I had wooers aucht or nine, 
They gied me rings and ribbons line ; 
And I was feared my heart would fine, be lost 
And I gied it to the weaver. 

My daddie signed my toeher-band, dowrj-bond 
To gie the lad that has the land; 
But to my heart I'll add my hand, 
And gie it to the weaver. 

While birda rejoice in leafy bowers ; 
While bees delight in opening flowers ; 
While corn grows green in simmer showers, 
ril love ray gallant weaver. 
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FAIR AND PAUSE. 



SHE'S FAIR AND FAUSB. 

Tdkb — She's "Fair and Favte. 

She's fair and fause that causes my smart, i»i» 

I lo'ed her meikle and lang ; 
She's broken her vow, she's broken my heart, 

And I may e'en ga« hang. 

A coof cam in wi' routli o' gear, looi— iainndB.ncB 
And I hi\e lint my dfarest dear; lost 

But woman is but warld's gear, 
Sae let the bonny la'^'! gang- 

Whae'er ye be that woman love, 

To Ihis be never blind : 
Nae fei'lie 'tis though fickle she prove, wonder 

A woman has't by kind. mmra 

O woman, lovely woman feir! 
An angel form's fa'n to thy share ; 
'Twad been owre meikle to gien thee mair, hsyegiyra 
I mean an angel mind.' 

> In s song, entitled Tke A/Mress, which appear! in Tht 
Lark {3 vols., 1T65). there is a passage which perhaps sug- 
gested the thought in the fourth stanza of the ahore song: 
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MY WIFE'S A WINSOME WEE THING. 

" In tlio air My Wife's a Wanlon Wee Thing, if a 
few lines smooth and pretty can be adapted to it, it ia 
all you can expect. The following were made extem- 
pore to it: and though, on further study, I might give 
you something more profound, yet it might not suit 
the light-horse gallop of the air so mell as this random 
clink." — Bums to Mr. Thomson, Nov. 8, 1792. 

She is a winsorae wee thing, 
She is a handsome wee thing, 
She is a bonny wee'thing,^ 



With Bitlesa look and soul miceie, 

Above all mean disguise. 
For Celia tbiiB my heart has moved, 

Accept it, lovely fair; 
I've liked beforf, but never loved. 

Then let me not despair. 

My fate before your feet I lay. 

Sentence your Hilling slave; 
Remember that though tyrants slay, 

Yet heavenly powers save. 
To blesa is Heaven's peculiar grace. 

Let me a blessing find ; 
And^neeyoii wear an angetsface, 

ihow an onset's ■mind ! 
nscript — "She is a winsome wee thing." 
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I never saw <■ ftiper, 
I never lo'ed. a dearer, 
And niest my heart I'll i 
For fear my jewel tine. 



She is a winsome wee thin 
She is a handsome wee tli 
She is a bonny wee thing. 
This sweet wee wife o' mil 

The warld's wrack we shar 
Thq warsle and the care o' 
Wi' her I'll hlithely bear i 
And tliink my lot divine. 



HIGHLAND MAKY. 

TcsE — Katharine Ogie. 

" The subject of the song is one of the most inter- 
esting passages of my youthful days, and I own that I 
eliould be much flaltcred to see the vci'ses set to an 
air which would insure celebrity."' — Bums to Mr. 
Thomson, Ulh Me. 1792. 

Ye banks, and braes, and streams around 
The castle o' Montgomery, 
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«T. 34.] HIGHLAND MAltY. 29 

Green be your woods, and fair your flowers, 
Your waters never drumlie 1 muddy 

There simmer first unfauld her robes, 
And there the iangesl tarry ; 

For tliere I look (he last fareweel 
0' my sweet Highland Jlary. 

Hiiw ^wcL-tly bloomed the gay green birk, 

Hdw rich the hawthorn's blossom, 
At underneath their fragrant shade 

I clasped her to my bosom ! 
The golden hours, on angel wmg.s. 

Flew o'er me and my dearie ; 
For dear to me as light and life 

Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

Wi' monie a vow, and locked embrace, 

Our parting was fu' tender ; 
And, jiledging aft to meet again. 

We tore oursels asunder . 
But, oh ! fell death's untimely frost. 

That nijit ray flower sae early ! 
Now green's the sod, and caiild's the clay, 

That wraps ray Highland Mary ! 

pale, pale now, those rosy lips 

I aft hae kissed sae fondly. 
And closed for aye the sparkling glance 

That dwelt on me sae kindly I 
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And mouldering now in silent dust 
That heart that lo'ud me dearly ! 

But still within my bosom's core 
Shall live my Highland Mary. 



THE EIGHTS OF WOMAN, 



OJi HKK BENEFIT-NICHT [UOV. 28, 3792]. 

In those days, the little theatre of Dumfries was 
pretty regnlarly open each winter, under the eare of a 
Mr. Sutherland, whom we have already seen Burns 
patronizing white he resided at Ellisland. In the corjis 
dramaliqve was a Miss Fontenelle, a smart and pretty 
little creature, who played Little Pickle in the Spoiled 
CkUd, and other such characters. Burns admired the 
performances of Miss Fontenelle, and was disposed to 
befriend her. We find him taxing hia Muse in her 
behalf. 

While Europe's eye is fixed on mighty things. 
The fate of empires and the fall of kings ; 
While quacks of stale must each produce his 
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THE KIGHTS ( 



And even children lisp the Eights of Miin ; 
Amid this mighty fuss just let me mention, 
The Eights of Woman merit some s 



Fii-st, in the sexes' intermixed c 
One sacred Right of Woman is — Protection. 
The tender flower that lifts ils head elate, 
Helpless must fall before the blasis of fate, 
Sunk on the earth, defaced its lovely form, 
Unless your shelter ward the impending storm. 

Our St cond Ei^lit — but needless here is raulion ; 
To kfccp that right inviolate's the fashion ; 
Each man of sense has it so full before him, 
He'd die before he'd wrong it — 'tis Decorum. 
There wis, indeed, in far less polished days, 
A lime when rough rude man had naughty 

Would swagger, swear, get drunk, kick up a 

Nay, even thus invade a lady's quiet. 

Now, thank our stars ! these Gothic times are 

fled; 
Now, well-bred men — and you are all well- 
Most justly think (and we are much the gainei'n) 
Such conduct neither spirit, wit, nor manner-.' 

I An ironical allusion to the annual aaturnalia of the Gale- 
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32 TO THE SHADE OP THOMSON. [1T92. 

For Eight Ihe third, our last, our best, our 
dearest, 

That right to fluttering female hearts the 
nearest, 

Which even the Rights of Kings in low pros- 
tration 

Most humbly own — 'tis dear, dear Admiration ! 

In that blest sphere alone we live and move ; 

There taste that life of life — immortal iove. 

Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, fits, flirtations, airs, 

'Gainst such an host what flinty savage dares — 

When awful Beauty joins with all her charms. 

Who is so rash as rise in rebel arras? 

But truce with kings and truce with constitu- 

With bloody armaments and revolutions : 
Let majesty your first attention s 
Ah! fa iral the majesty of ^ 



EXTEMPORE ON SOME COMMEMOEA- 
TIONS OF THOMSON. 

There can be no doubt that Burns heie had m 
view the same affair whi^h he had tieatsd in so 
conceding a style in ScplBmber of the ]>rcceding 
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*.T. -1i.] TO THK SHADE OF THOMSON. 6, 

rear. In the interval, lie liad come to see it in il 
rue light. (See p. 28fi of vol. ii.) 

Dost thou oot riAe, indignant shade, 

And smile \ti' sparning scorn, 
When they wha wsid hae starved thy life, 

Thy senseless turf adorn ! 

Helpless, alane, thou clamb the brae, 

Wi mickle, mickle toil, 
AniJ claugLt th' unfading garland there, ciuMhe 

Thy sair-won, rightful spoil. 

And wear it there ! and call aloud 

This axiom undoubted — 
Would thou hae nobles' patronage, 

" First learn to live witbout it!" 

To whom hae much, shall yet be given. 

Is every great man's faith; 
But he the helpless, needless wretch, 

Shall lose the mite he halh. 
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TO MISS FONTENELLE, ON SEEING HER 
IN A FAVOURITE CHARACTER. 

Sweet naavete of feature, 

Simple, wild, enchanting elf, 
Not to thee, but thanks to Nature, 

Thou art acting but thyself. 

Wert thou awkward, stiff, affecled, 
Spurning nature, torturing art, 

Loves and graces all- rejected, 
Then indeed thou'dst act a part. 



THE LEA-RIG. 

Tube — JVie Lea-Rig. 

" On reading over The Lea-Rig, I immediately set 
about trying my hand on it ; and after all, I could 
make nothing more of it than the following, which, 
Heaven knows, is poor enough." — Bunts to Mr. 
Thomson. 

Whek o'er the hill the eastern star 

Telia bughtin'-time is near, my jo ; ewe-miiking 
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ET. 34.] THE LEA-BIG. 3' 

And owsen fiae the fuirowed fitld 

Eetura s-ie dowf and wearj 0, siwm 

Down by the burn, where scented biika' 
Wi dew are h^ngin^; cleir, my ju jov jarUnf 

I'll meet thee on the lea ng, gmasj ridgi 

Mj am kind dearie 

In mirkpst gleti, it midnight hour, djrkQB 

I'd rove, -ind ne er be eene 0, fr^iiteusi 
If through Ihat glen I gied to thee, 

My tin kind deane O 
Although the mght were neer =fte wild, 

And I were ne'er sae nearj O, 
I'd meet (hee on the ka ng 

My «n kind deane 

The hunter lo'ea the morninij; sun. 

To rouse the mountain deer, my jo , 
At noon the fisher 'ieeks the glen 

Along the bum io steer my jo 
Gie me the houi o gloamin gnj imiigh 

It maks my heart =ae cheeiy 
To meet thee on the lea ng, 

My ain kind deane 

Be enlKi-lsl 1792 
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AULD EOB MOREIS. 

Auld Sob Morris was written by Bums on the 
basil of a rode old ditty which appears in Johnson's 
Musexim, and of which he retained only the two ini- 
tial lines. The second stanza was designed as a 
description of Charlotte Hamilton. So Burns him- 
self told Miss Dunlop, who eommunlcated the faet to 
Major, Adair, Charlotte's son, who again is my in- 
formant. 

There's auld Rob Morris that wons in dmua 

yoH glen, 
He's the king o' guid fellows and wale choiM 

He has gowd in his coffera, he haa owsen and 

And ae bonny lassie, his darling and mine. 

She's fresh as the morning, the fairest in May; 
She's sweet as the evening amang the new hay; 
As blithe and as artless as the lambs on the lea, 
And dear to my heart as the light to my ee. 

But oh ! she's an heiress, auld Eobin's a laird, 
And my daddie has nought but a cot-house and 
yard ; 
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A wooer like mc maunna liope to 

The wounds I must hide that will soon he ray 

The daj Lomei to me, hul delight hriugs me 

The night conies to me, but my ix'^t it is gane ; 
I wander my lane hke a night-trouhled alone 

ghaist. 
And I sigh as my heart it wad burst in my 

breast. 

had she but been of a lower degree, 

1 then might hae hoped she wad smiled upon 

O how past descriving had then been my bliss, 
As now my distraction no words can express ! 



DUNCAN GRAY. 

Dancnii Gray ia likewise composed on the basis, 
1 to the tune, of a rude old song in Johnson's Mti- 
im, the name of the hero being alone retained. 



DusCAN Gray ciira here to i 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't ! 
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iO DUNCAK GKAT. [1793. 

Onhlfhe"Jile ght ivl n we were fou', mellow 

Ha 1 a the wooi g o't ! 
Migine Moat her head tu high, 
Looked aslilent it 1 una skeigh, asksnt — coy 
G'irt poor Dun:"in ^tand abeigh ; msde— aioor 

Ha tn, the wooing o't! 

Duncin fleeehed ai d Duncan prayed ; flattered 

Ha ha etc 
Meg w^t deaf as AiUa Craig,' 

Hi ha ef« 
D incin s nhed baith o t and in, 
Gret hia een bailh bleert ind bUn', wept — Heared 
Spak o lowpiii owr a hnn ; *st*raii 

Ha hi etc 

Time and chince are but a tide, 

Ha 1 1 elc 
Sighted love IS siir to hide, 

Ha ha, etc 
ShiU I 1 ke a fool quoth he, 
lor 1 haughty hizzio die? hossj 

She may gae tf — France for me ! 

Hi, hi elc 

How it cornea let doctors tell. 
Ha, ha, etc ; 

Meg grew sick is he grew heal, woii 

Ha, ha, etc. 
1 A well-known took;' islet in the Firth of Clyde. 
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Mr. 34.] DDNCAN GRAY. 

Something in her bosom wrings, 
For rehef a sigh she brings ; 
And oh, her een, they spak sic thinga 1 
Ha, ha, etc. 

Duncan was a lad o' grace. 

Ha, ha, etc. ; 
Maggie's was a piteoui case. 

Ha, ha, etc. 
Duncan eouldna be her death. 
Swelling pity smoored his wrath ; 
Now they're orouse and canty baith ; merry a 

Ha, ha, etc. 
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HERE'S A HEALTH TO THEM THAT'S 
AWA'. 

TuNB — Here't a SeaUh 10 tJiem thaCs awa'. 

Burns bad continaed to sympathize wiih the French, 
EOt withstanding all tlots in their reforming career. 
He did not hesitate in company to express an un- 
favorable opinion of the warlike poliey about to be 
adoplfid by the English ministry, and to avow his per- 
severing desire of those reforms which had long been 
demanded by the Whig party. He would even, in 
the heat of discourse, denounce public men in terms 
far less remarkable for fhrar justice than their vehe- 
mence and severity. It is to be feared also that he 
gave voice to some of bis feelings in the form which 
was the most apt to obtain currency for them, and 
thus expose their author. From the allusions, it seems 
highly probable that he at this time threw off the fol- 
lowing song, complimentary to the leaders of the re- 
forming party in the House of Commons. 

Here'5 a health lo them thats awa, 
Heiei a hed h to them thit » awa , 
■ And whi winna ni h guid luck to our cause, 
May ne\ t ^uilluck le their ft lot 

It's guid lo hf meiiy V3\ wise 
It^s gmd to be hotiLat an I tru 
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It's guid to support Caledonia's cause, 
And bide by the buff and the blue. 

Here's a health to them that's awa'. 
Here's a health to them that's awa' ; 
Here's a health to Charlie,* the chief o' the 

clan, 
Although that his band be sma'. 
May Liberty meet wi' sucoeas ! 
May Prudence protect her frae evil ! 
May tyrants and Tyranny tine in the mist, bsltet 
And wander their way to the devil ! 

Here's a health to (hem that's awa'. 
Here's a health to them that's awa' ; 
Hi're's a health to Tammie,^ the Norland 

laddie. 
That lives at the lug o' the law ! far 

Here's freedom to him that wad read ! 
Here's freedom tfl him that wad write ! 
There's nane ever feared that the truth ^hould 

be heard. 
But ihey wham the truth wad indite. 

Here's a health to them that's awa'. 
Here's a health to them that's awa' ; 

1 Charles James Fox Duff and blue formed his wtU. 
knoivii livery st the WeBtminBter eleellons, and came lo be an 
ensign of the Whig party generally. 

' The Hon. Thomas Ei^kine, afterwards Lord Emkine. 
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42 SONG. [1793. 

Here's Chieftain M'Leod, a chieftain worth 

Though bred amang mountains o' snaw ! 
Here's friends on both sides of the Forth ! 
And friends on both sides of the Tweed ! 
And wha wad belray Old Albion's righls, 
May they ne^er eat of her bread ! 



Tube— Cavld Kailia Aherdetti^'i 

Mr. Gilbert Burns, in hia meuioranda as to heroines, 
wriMen for Mr. Thomson, places opposite Poortith 
Cauld — "A Miss Jane Blaekstock, afterwards Mrs. 
Whiter of Liverpool," In the manuscript, Mr. Thom- 
son makes a pencil-note in the margin — " These 
verses, I humbly think, have too much of uneasy and 
cold reflection for the air, which is pleasing and rather 
gay than otherwise." The letter having apparently 
been returned to Burns, he adds ; " The objections are 
just, but I t-annot make it better. The stuff won't 

J M'Leod of Dunvegan, Isle of Skye, at this time M. P. for 
the county of Inverness. 
2 This aong ia usually sung to the tune of I had a Horse, 1 
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bear mending ; yet, for priyate reasons, I sh 
to see it in print" . 

POOETITH cauld, and restless love, 

Ye wreck my peace betweeo ye ; 
Tet poortitii a' I could forgive, 

An 'twere na for my Jeanie. 
O wby should Fate sic pleasure have. 

Life's dearest hands untwining ? 
Or why sae sweet a flower as love, 

Depend on Fortune's shining? 

This warld's wealth, when I think on 
Its pride, and a' the lave o't, 

Fie, fie on silly coward man 

That he should be the slave o't ! 

Her een sac honny hlue hetray 
How she repays my passion ; 

But prudence is her o'erword aye ; burOcMi 
She talks of rank and fashion ! 
O why, etc. 

wha can prudence think upon, 

And sic a lassie by him ? 
O wha can prudence think upon, 

And sae in love as I am ? 
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How blest the humble cotter's fate ! ■ 
He wooes his simple dearie ; 

The silly bogles, wealth and stale, j 
Can never make them eerie. 
O why, etc. 



GALA WATER.3 

There's braw, braw lads on Yarrow braes, 
That wander through the blooming heather; 

t In the original mnnuMript, " How blest the wild-wood In- 
dian's late.'' 

2 Some years before compoamg the present beautiful song, 
Bums had ^ven to tha Scoli Muaicnl 3Imeam the following 
improved version of ths original homely ballad, which, it may 
be menlioned, referred not to the lads, but to a hit of Gula 
Water:—- 

Braw, bravf lads of Gala Water, 

O braw lads of Gala Water! 
I'll kilt my coats aboon my knee. 
And follow my love through the water. 

Sae feir her hair, fiae brent her brow, smooth 

Sae twuny blue her een, my dearie, 

Sae white her teeth, sue sweet her mou', — 
The mair I kiss she's aye my dearie. 
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But Yarrow braes, nor Ettricit shawa, 
Can match the lads o' Gala Water. 

But fliere is ane, a secret ane, 
Aboon them a' I lo'e him better ; 

And ril be his and he'll be mine, 
The bonny lad o' Gala Water. 

Although his daddie was nae laird, 

And though I hae na meikle tocher ; e^' 

Yet rich in kindest, truest love, 

We'll tent our flocks by Gala Water. 

It ne'er was wealth, it ne'er was wealth, 
That coft contentment, peace, or pleasure 

The bands and bliss o' mutual love, 
that's the chiefest warld's treasure ! 

I'll kilt m 



Down amimg the broom, tho broom, 
Down amang the broom, my dearie, 

The lassie lost her alken snood, 
That coat her monie a blirt and blear et 
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SiKG on, sweet thrush, upon the leafless bough. 

Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy strain ; 

See aged Winter, 'mid his surly reign, 
At thy blithe carol clears his furrowed brow- 
So in lone Poverty's dominion drear, 

Sits meek Content with light unanxiou* heart; 

Welcomes the rapid moments, bids them part, 
Kor asks if they brmg ought to hoj)e or fear. 

I thank thee, Author of tliis opening day ! 
Thou whose bright sun now gilds yon orient 

Riches denied, thy boon was purer joyi. 
What wealth could never give nor take away 1 

Yet come, Ihou child of Poverty and Care, 
The mite high Heavtn bestowed, that mite with 
thee I'll share. 
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LORD GRKGORY. 



LORD GREGORY. 



" The very name of Peter Pindar is an acquisition to 
your work.' His Gregory is beautiful. I have tried 
to give you a set of stanzas in Scots on the same sub- 

1 " The song of Dr. Wolcot (Pefer Pindar] on Oie same sub- 
ject, ia as follows:— 

'" Ah opB, Lord Gregory, thy rtoor! 
A niidniglit wanderer sighs ; 
Hard rush (h« rains, the tempests roar. 
And lightnings cleave the slties.' 

"'Who comes with woe at this drear night — 
A pilgrim of the gloom? 
If she whose love did once delight, 
M; cot shall yield her room.' 

"'Alasl thou heard'st a pilgrim mourn, 
That once was prized by thee : 
Tliink of the ring by yonder bum 
Thou gav'st to love and me. 

" ' But ahouldst (liou not poor Marion know, 



It is hut doing justice to Dr. Woleot, to mention that hJusonfj 
ie the original. Mr. Burns. savr it, liked it, and immediately 
wrote the other on the same subject, which is derived from the 
old Scottish ballad of uncertain origin." — Cubkie. 
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jeet, wliich are at your service. Not that I intend to 
enter the lists with Peter — that would be presump- 
tion indeed ! My song, though much inferior in poetie 
merit, has, I think, more of the ballad simplicity in it. 
— Burns to Mr. Thomson, 2Glh January, 1 793. 



O MIRK, mirk is this midnight hour, 
And loud the tempest's roar ; 

A waefu' ivanderer seeks thy tower, 
Lord Gregory, ope thy door. 

A If h f th r's ha', 

A 1 f i th e i 

A le. m p y me shaw, 

If / y h 

L 1 G -J m 1 hoQ not the gro 

By r y I ie, 

Wl ft t I 1 hat virgin love 

II ! h d d ed ? 

H w ft D d 1 th jledtie »nd vow 

Th d f y b mme , 

Ad J f d h t t el sae tine, 

I m t t d thine 

H rd tl y 1 t L 1 Gregory, 

A d fl J hj 1 ast ; 
Tl d t f h tl at flashest by, 

It 1 restl 
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Te mustering thunders from above, 

Your willing victim see ! 
But spare and pai-don my fause love 

His wi'angs to Heaven and nie ! 
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WANDERING WILLIE. 

An imaginary address of Clarinda to her husband, 
from whom ahe had received overtures of recon- 
ciliation. 

Herb awa', there awa', wandering Willie, 
Now tired with wandering, hand awa' hame ; 

Come to ray bosom, ray ae only dearie, 

And tell me thou bring'st me my Willie the 



Loud blew the cauld winter winds at our part- 
It wasna the blast brought the tear in my 

Now welcome the simmer, and welcome my 
Willie — 
The simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 

Ye hurricanes, rest in the cave of your slum- 

how your wild horrors a lover alarms ! 
Awaken, ye breezes ! tow gently, ye billows ! n*l 
And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my 



But if he's forgotten his faithfiilest Nannie, 
still flow between us, thou wide-roaring 
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WANDEEIHG 1 



May I never see it, mnj I never trow il. 
But, dying, believe that mj Willie's my ai 



l"Vour Here aim', WiMe must undergo some alt 
lo suit lie air. Mr. Etskine and I have been conning 
he will suggest what is necessaty to malic them a fit ] 
— Mr. Thomson to Bums, 2d Api-il, 1733. 

Wiaidering milie, as altered hj Mr. Krskine a 
Thomson; — 

Here awa', there awa', wandering Willie, 

Here awa', there awa', haud awa' hame; 
Come to my bosom, inj ain only dearie, 



Winter winds blew loud and caul' at our parting, 
Fears for my Willie brought tears in my ee; 



Rest, ya wild storms, in the cave o' your slumbeis. 
How your dread liowling a lover alarms! 

Blow soil, ye breezes 1 roll gently, ye billows! 
And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms. 

But oh,1f he's feithless, and minds na his Nannie, 
Flow still between us, thou dark-heaving main! 

While, dying, I think that my Willie's my ain. 

Our poet, witli his usual judgment, adopted some of tht 
alterations, and rejected others. The last edition k as fi 
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WANDERING WILLIE. 



Winter winfls blew loud and caiild at our parting, 
Ferns for my Willie brought tears in mj- ee; 

Welcome now simmer, and welcome my Willie — 
The simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 

Rest, VB wild atorma, in the cave of your elumhecs. 
How your dread howling a lover alanns ! 

Waaken, y6 breezes! row gently, ye billows I 
And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms 1 

But oh, if he's foithless, and minds na his Nannie, 
Flow still between us, Ihou wide-toaring main ! 

May I never see it, may I never trow it, 
Bui, dying, believe that my Willie's my ain. 

" From the orjgmat aong of Here awa', Willie, Burns hi 
borrowed nuthmg bat the seiond line and part of the lii-i 
Tlie ™peri..r excellence ot lliia bfaulitul pirm will, it 
hoped, lustilj the different editions of it which we ha' 
given " — CuBiuF 
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OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, OH! 

"0 OPEN the door, some pilj Co shew, 

open the door to me, oh ! 
Though thou hast been false, I'll ever prove trae, 

O open the door to me, oh ! 

" Cauld is the blast upon my pale cheek, 
But caulder thy love for me, oh ! 

The frost that freezes the life at my heart. 
Is nought to my pains frae thee, oh ! 

" The wan moon is setting behind the while wave. 

And lime is setting with me, oh ! 
False friends, false love, farewell ! for mair 

ril ne'er trouble them, nor thee, oh ! " 

She has opened the door, she has opened it wide ; 

She sees his pale corse on the plain, oh ! 
" My true love I" she cried, and sank down by hb 

Never to rise again, oh ! 
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YOUNG JESSIE. 

TvSB — Bonny Duiulee. 

In tills song, Bums meant a oompliment to Miss 
Janet Staig, second daughter of the FrovosC of Dum- 
fries, and subsequently the wife of Major William 
Miller, one of the sons of the poet's former landlord. 
Mrs. Miller must have now been a very young lady, 
for her monument in Dumfries ehurch-yard states 
that she died in March 1801, at the early age of 
twenty-six. 



True-ueaktbd was he, the sad swain o' the 
Yarrow, 
And fair are the maids on the banks o' the 
Ayr, 
But by the sweet side o' the Nith's winding 

Are lovera as faithful, and maidens as fair. 
To equal young Jessie seek Scotland' all orerj 

To equal young Jessie you seek it in vain ; 
Grace, beauty, and elegance fetter her lover, 

And maidenly modesty fixes the chain. 

' Bums had written " Scotia," which Mr. Thomson altered 
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O fresh If the roie m the gay dewy morning, 

And sweet is the hly at evening do'-p . 
But in the feir presence o' lovtly young Jessie 

Unseen is the hly. unheeded tlie roite. 
Love sits in her smile, a wizard ensnaring, 

Enthroned in her een he dehvera his law ; 
And sfill to hei eharaib she alone is a stiangpr — 

Her modp>t demeanour's the jewel of a ' 



THE SOLDIER'S RETURN.i 

Tune— ne Mill, MiU 01 

When wild War's deadly blast was hlawn. 
And gentle Peace returning, 

at the inn at Brownhill wiUi a couple of friends, when a poor 
wnywom soldier passed th« window: of a sadden, it sCruck 
tbe poet to call hhn in, and get the story of his adventures; 
after listening to which, he all at once fell into one of those 
fitsofabstraclionnot unusual with him. He was lifted to the 
re^oB where he had his ' garland and singing robes ahont 
him ' and the result was the admirable song which he sent 
you for The MiU, Mill O."- — Con-t^iohat of Mr. George 
Thomnrn. Miil-Mannoch, a sweet pastoral scene on the Coyl, 
near Cojiton Kirit, is Bupponed (o have been the spot where 
the poet imngmod the rencontre of the soldier and his iiiislreas 
to have taken place. 
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Wi' monie a sweet babe fatherless, 
And monie a widow mourning,'- 

I left the lines and tented field. 
Where lang I'd been a lodger, 

My humble knapsack a' my wealth — 
A poor but honest sodger. 

A leal, ligiit heart was in my breast, 

My hand unstained wi' plunder ; 
And for fair Scotia, hame again, 

I cheery on did wander. 
I thought upon the banks o' Coyl, 

I thought upon my Nancy ; 
I thought upon the witching smile 

That caught my youthful fancy. 

At lenolh I h 1 t! bo y glen 

Whe ly 1 f I I rt d 

I pass I I m II d J thorn, 

Whe N y f I d 

Wha sp d I b J n 1 maid 

Dow by h h 1 1! ng ! 

And turn dm d I d be flood 

Tha Q my w w II g. 

Wi' al d q h I Sweet lass, 



H.*. I, Google 



360 THE soldier's retuen. 57 

hippy hnppj maj he be 
Tiiil 1 deare t to (hy bosom I 

Mj pure IS light lie fir to gang, 
And fain woiill be thy lodger; 

lie ened my king inl country lang — 
Tike pity on a sodgei 

Sat* wi tfully she gizcd on me. 

And lovelier was than ever 
Quo she A bolger ance I lo'ed, 

Forget him shiU I nevei 
Our humble cot and hamely hre 

Ye fieely sliall paitike ot 
That gallant badge (he de-\r cockade, 

Ye re welcome for the sake o't," 

She ga^ed — she reddenel lite a rose — 
Syne pale 1 he ony 1 ly 

She a k within my arms and cried, 
Art thou nij a n dear Willie ? " 
B\ H m w ho made yon un and sky, 
By whom true love s rcarded, 

1 am the man and th is may still 
True lovers be rewarded 

The wan are oei and Im come hame, 
Ani find thee still true hearted! 

Though poor in geir we re nch in love. 
And mair wese neer be parted." 

Quo' she, "My grandsire left me gowd, 
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A mailen plenislied fairly; ft™ 

And come, my faithfu' sodger lad, 
Thou'rt welcome to it dearly." 

For gold tlie merchant ploughs the main, 

The farmer ploughs the manor ; 
But glory is the sodger'a prize, 

The sodger's wealth is honour. 
The brave poor sodger ne'er despise, 

Nor count him as a stranger ; 
Bemember he's his country's stay 

In day and hour of clanger. 



MEG O' THE MILL. 

AiB — B<mny Lim, mil you lie in a Barrach f 

KEN ye whit Meff o' the Mill h-is gotten ' 
And ken -^e whtt Meg o' the Mdl has gotten? 
She ha« gotten a coot wi a cliut o' fool— lamp 

tiUei 
And broken the heiii o the birle\ Miller 

The Mdler wis stiippm lie Miller wis ruddy, 
A heart like a loid and \ liut hko a ladj 
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The Laird was a. widdiefu', bleerit knurl ; ^ — 
She's left the guidfellow and taeo the churl. 

The Miller lie hecht her a heart leal and oHerca 

The Laird did address her wi' matter more 

moving, 
A fine pacing horse wi' a clear chained bridle, 
A whip by her side, and a bounj side-saddle, 

wae on the siller, it is sae prevailing ! 
And wae on the love tliat is fixed on a 

mailen! eatsta 

A tocher's nae word in a true lover's parle, 
But gie me my love, and a fig for the warl ! * 



YESTREEN I GOT A PINT OF WINE. 

" Shepherds, 1 liave lost my Love ! is to roe a heav- 
snly iur — what vfould you think of a set of Scottish 
verses to it ? 1 have made one to it, a good while ago, 

1- A poor iittle creature. 

s The poet had retouched an olfls«ng (if this iianii: for Jo/in- 
Km's Museum in 1788. It appeared in Ihe sixtli volume, as 



H.*. I, Google 



60 YESTREEN I (JOT A PINT OF WISE. [1793. 

nhioh I think * * *, but in its original slate it is not 
quite a lady's song, I enclose an altered, not amend- 
ed, copy for )ou, if you choose to set the tune to it, 
and let tlie Irish verses follow." — Burns to Mr. Thom- 
son, Ilk April. 1793. 

Mr Thomson it appears did not approre of this 
song even in its altered state It docs not appear 
in the correspondence but it is probnblj one which 
stands in his manuscripts as foUowi 

Testbfen I got a pint of nine, 

A place where body =t.w na , 
Yestreen hy on this bieist of mine 

The gowden loiks of Anni. 
The hiiiigry Jew in wildemeafl, 

Rpjoicing o'er his mantn, 
TFas niithing to my hinny hliss housj 

Upon the lips of Anna. 

Te monarchs, tak the east and west, 

Frae Indus to Savannah : 
Gie me within my straining grasp 

The melting form of Anna. 
There I'll despise imperial charms, 

An empress or snltana, 
While dying raptures in her arms 

I give and take with Anna ! 

Awa', thou flaunting god o' day ! 

Awa', thou pale Diana ! 
Ilk star gae hide thy twinkling niy, 

When I'm to meet my Anna. 
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Come, in thy raven plumage, Nij 
Sun, moon, and stars withdraw 

And bring an angel pen to write 
My transports wi' my Anna ! 



Burns was not quite a silent and complying observer 
of the war carriud oa against the patriotic party in 

When General Dumourier, after unparalleled vic- 
tories, deserted the army of the Republic, April 5, 
1793, only prevented hj- narrow accidents from be- 
traying his troops into the hands of the enemy, some 
one expressing joy in the event where Bums was 
present, he chanted almost extempore the following 
verses to the tune of Mobin Adair. 

You're welcome to Despots, 

You're welcome to Despots, ] 

How does Dampierre do ? 

Ay, and Benrnonville too ? ^ 

Why did they not come along witli you, Du- 
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1 will fight France with you, Dumourier ; 

I will fight J lance with you, Dmuourier ; 

I will fight Frmce with you 

I will like my chance with jou 

By mj aoul Til dmce T dintp with you, Du- 



Then let us faght ahout Dtimoutier 

Then let us flglit about Dumouner , 

Thpn let ua fight ibout 

Till freedom s spark is out 

Then we 11 be damned, no doubt — Dumourier. 



Tlic sentiments expressed in this song are not pleas- 
ing. They hint at a disuredi table passion, in whic;li no 
pure mind could possibly sympathize ; therefore they 
must he held as unfitted for song. It can scarcely be 
doubted that they were suggested by some roving sen- 
Bations of the bard towards the too-witching Mrs. Rid- 
del, though that these bore no great proportion to the 

emissaiy of ilie Convention, bo much his triend that he had 
similar hopes of him, ■which, however, ware disappointed 
The Utter person lived to figure in the crisis of the Eeslora- 
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effect is equally probable. It will be found that Burns 
afterwards made considerable alterations in the song. 



The last time I came o'e 
And left Maria's dwell!: 


r the mo 


What throes, what tortures passing 
Were in my bosom swelling; 

Condemned to see my rival's reign 
While I in secret languish ; 


To feel a fire ^ 
Yet dare not 


in every vi 
speak my 


anguish. 



Love's veriest wretch, despairing, I 

Fain, fain my crime would cover ; 
The unweeting groan, the bursting sigl 

Betray the guilty lover. 
I know my doom must be despair. 

Thou wilt nor canst relieve me ; 
Bui, Maria, hear my prayer, 

For pity's sake, forgive me ! 

The music of thy tongue I heard. 

Nor wist while it enslaved me ; 
I saw thine eyes, yet nothing feared. 

Till fears no more had saved me. 
The unwary sailor thus aghast 

The wheeling torrent viewing. 
In circling horrors yields at last 

In overwhelming ruin ! 

April, 1T93 
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BLITHE HAE I BEEN OK YON HILL. 

Tune — Liggeram Cosh. 

BuTHE hae I been on yon hill, 

As the lambs before me ; 
Careless ilka thought and free, 

As the breeze flew o'er me : 
Now nae longer sport and play. 

Mirth or sang can please me ; 
Lesley is eae fair and coy, 

Care and anguish seize me. 

Heavy, heavy is the task, 

Hopeless love declaring; 
Trembling, I dow nocht but glower, can— aiap 

Sighing, dumb, despairing! 
If she winna eaae the thraws ihroa 

In my bosom swelling. 
Underneath the grass-green sod, 

Soon maun be my dwelling. 
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LOGAN BllAES. 

Tune — Logan \Valer.'<- 

" Have jou ever, my dear sir, felt jour bosom ready 
to burst with indigaaUoQ, on reading of those mighty 
villains who divide kingdom against kingdom, desolate 
provinces, and lay nations waste, out of the wanton- 
ness of ambition, or often from still more ignoble pas- 
sions? In a mood of this kind to-day I recollected 
the air of Logan Water, and it occurred to me that 
its querulous melody probably had its origin from the 
plaintive indignation of some swelling, suffering heart, 
fired at the tyrannic strides of some public destroyer, 
and overwhelmed wilJi private distress, the conse- 
quence of a, country's ruin. If I have done anything 

I The air of logiin Water is o!d, and there are several old 
songs to it- Immediately before the rise of Bums, Mr. John 
Mflyne, who afterwards became known for a poem, entitled 
the Siller Gtai, wrolo a very agreeable song to the air, begin- 
ning, 

" By Logan's streams, that rin sae deep." 

It was published in (he Star newspaper, May 28, 1789. Barns 
having heard that song, and supposing it to be an old eompo- 
Bitioo, adopted into the above a couplet from it, which he ad- 
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at ail like jastice to my feelings, [he following song, 
composed in three quai'tera of an liour's meditation in 
my elbow-chair, ought to have some merit." — Bums 
to Mr. Thomson, 25tk June, 1 793. 

O Logan, sweetly didst thou glide 

That day I was my Willie's bride ! 

And years sinsyne hae o'er us run, Kioce 

Like Lc^an to the simmer sun. 

But now thy flowery banks appear 

Like drumlie Winter, dark and drear, clouded 

While my dear lad maun face his faes. 

Far, tar frae me and Logan braes. 

Again the merry month o' May 

Has made our hills and valleys gay ; 

The birds rejoice in leafy bowers. 

The bees hum round the breathing flowers; 

Blithe Morning lifts his rosy eye, 

And Evening's tears are tears of joy : 

My soul, delightless, a' surveys, 

While Willie's far frae Logan braes. 

Within yon milkwhite hawthorn-bush, 
Amang her nestlings sits the thrush ; 
Her faithfu' mate will share her toil. 
Or wi' his songs her cares beguile ; 
But I wi' my sweet nurslings here, 
Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer, 
Pass widowed nights and joyless days, 
While Willie's far frae Logan braes. 
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O wae upon you, men o' stale, 
That brethren rouse to deadly hate ! 
As ye make many a fond heart mourn, 
Sae maj it on jour heads return! 
How can your flinty hearts enjoy 
The widow's tear, the orphan's cry ? ^ 
But soon may peace bring happy days, 
And Willie hame to Logan braes ! 



WERE MY LOVE YON LILAC FAIR. 

"Do you know the following beautiful little frag- 
lent, in Witlierspoon's collection of Scots songs ? 

"AiR—Bughie Graham. 

" gin my love were yon red rose. 
That grows upon the castle wa'; 
And 1 mysel' a drap o' dew 
Into her bonny breast to fa' I 

" there, beyond expression blest, 
I'd feast on beauty a' the night; 

1 Originally — 

" Te mind na, 'mid four cruel joys, 
Iha widow's tears, the orphan's eries." 
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Sealed on her silk-saft faulda to rest, 

Till Bejcd awa' by Phcebus' light ! frighienrf 

" This thought is inexpresably beautiful, and quite, 
so far as I know, original. It is too short for a song, 
else I would forswear you altogether, unlesa you gave 
it a place. I have often tried to eke a stanza to it, 
hut in vain. After balancing rnyself for a musing five 
minutes, on the hind-lega of my elbow-chair, I pro- 
duced the following. 

" The verses are far inferior to the foregoing, I 
frankly confess; bat if worthy of insertion at all, they 
might be first in place, as every poet who knows any- 
thing of his trade will husband his best thoughts for a 
concluding strake." — Bams to Mr. Thomson, 25(S 

June, iras. 

WERE my love yon lilac fair, 
Wi' purple blossoms to the spring; 

And I, a bird to shelter there, 

When wearied on my little wing ! 

Hoiv 1 wad mourn, when it was torn 
By autumn wild, and winter rude ! 

But I wad sing on wanton wing 

When youthfu' May its "bloom renewed. 
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BONNY JEAN. 



" I have just finished the foiiowing ballad, and, as I 
do think it in my best style, I send it you. 

" The heroiue is Miss Maemurdo, daughter to Mr. 
Macmurdo of Drumlanrig. I have not painted her 
in the lank whieh she holds in life, but in the dress 
and character of a cottier." — Buriu to Mr. Thom- 
son 2dJulji, 1793. 

Thebe was a lass, and she was fair, 
At kirk and market to be seen ; 

When a' the fairest maids were met, 
The fairest maid was bonny Jean. 



And aye she wrought her mamraie's wark, 
And aye she sang sae merrilie : 

The blithest bird upon the bush 
Had ne'er a lighter heart than she. 

Eut hawks will rob the tender joys 

That bless the little lintwhite's nest ; uoa 

And frost will blight the fairest flowers. 
And love will break the soundest rest. 

Toung Robie was the brawest lad. 
The flower and pride of a' the glen ; 
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And he had owsen, sheep, and kye, 
And wanton naigies nine or ten. 

He gaed wi' Jeanie to the trjste, 
He danced wi' Jeanie on the down ; 

And lang ere witless Jeanie wist, 

Her heart was tint, her peace was stown. loat 

As in the bosom o' the stream 

'Die moonheam dwells at dewy e'en, 

So trembling, pure, was tender love 
Within the breast o' bonny Jean,' 

4nd now she works her mammie's wark. 
And aye she sigiia wi' care and pain ; 

Yet wist na what her ail might be. 
Or what wad mak her weel again. 

But did na Jeanie's heart loup light, 
And did na joy blink in her e'e, 

As Eobie tauld a lale o' love 
Ae e'enin' on the lily lea? 

The suQ was sinking in the west. 
The birds sang sweet in ilka grove ; 

His cheek to hers he fondly prest, 
And whispered thus his tale o' love : 

I "In the original mflnuscript, oni' poet asks Mr, Thomson 
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^CE. 35.] PHILLIS THE FAIK. 71 

"0 Jeanie fair, I lo'e thee dear; 

canst thou think to fancy me ? 
Or wilt thou leave thy mammie'a cot, 

And learn to tent the farms wl' me? tenA 

" At barn or byre thou shalt na drudge, cow-honse 
Or naething else to trouble thee ; 

But stray araang the heather-bells. 
And tent the waving com wi' me." 

Now what could artless Jeanie do ? 

She had nae will to say him na; 
At length she blushed a sweet consent, 

And love was aye between them fiva. 



PHILLIS THE PAIR. 

Tene — Solda Adair. 

" I have tried ray hand on Rohin Adatr, and, you 
will probably think, with little success; but it is such 
n cursed, cramp, out-of-the-way measure, that I de- 
spair of doing anything better to it." — Bums to Mr. 
Thomson, Augaat, 1793. 



While larks with little w 

Fanned the pure air, 
Tasting the breathing sprii 
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PHILLIS THE FAIK. 

Forth I did fare : 
Gay the sun's golden eye 
Peeped o'er t!ie mountains high; 
Such thy morn ! did I cry, 

Phillis the fair. 

In eacii bird's careless song 

Glad did 1 share ; 
While yon wild-flowers among, 

Chance led me there: 
Sweet to the opening day, 
Rosebuds bent the dewy spray ; 
Such thy bloom ! did I say, 

Phillifl the fiir 

Down m a =:hal} nalk 

Doves coomg were; 
I marked the cmel hawk 

Ciught m 1 snare : 
So kmd mw fortune be, 
Such make hi- de tiny. 
He who would injure thee, 

Phillis the tair^ 



Bums IS understood to have, in Phillis fte fair, represented 
tlie tender feelings which Clarke enlertained tovfards Miss 
Philartelpliia M'Murdn, one of his pupils. This Lady atlei- 
narJi hcamc Mrs. Sotman Loclthart, of CaniwatU. 
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HAD I A CAVE. 

Tune — Soto Arfnir. 

" That crinkum-crankum tune, Robin Adaii; has 
run so in my head, and I succeeded so ill in my last 
attempt, lliat I liave ventured, in this morning's walk, 
one essay more. Too, my dear sir, will remember an 
unfortunate part of oui' ivorthy friend Cunningham's 
story, which happened about three years ago.i That 
struck my fancy, and I endeavoured to do the idea 
justice as follows." — Burns to Mr. Thomson, Augjml, 
1793. 

Had 1 a ca\e on aoma mid diat\tit shore, 
Where the winds honl to the wa^e^ dashing roar, 
There would I neep my woes. 
There seek my lost repose, 
Till grief my eyes should dose, 
Neer to isake moie ' 

Falsest of womankind' c\n-t thou declare 
All thy fond plighted vows fleeting as air! 

To thy new lover hie, 

Laugh o'er thy perjury ; 

Then in thy bosom try 
What peace is there ! 

' Cunningham had wooed a young lady of manj- personal 
attfttctiona; but, on another lover presenting himself, widi 
some superior pretensions of an exLtrineic chHrsetci, she de- 
Barted the poet's friend with a degree of eooliiess which seems 
to have fbr tbe tune e:iciled great and general surprise. 
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BY ALLAN STREAM. 



Br ALLAN STREAM I CHAKCED TO 
ROVE. 

TusE-^!!an Water. 

" I walked out yesterday evening with a volume of 
the Museum in my hand, when, turning up Allan 
Water, Wlial Numbers shall the Muse repeal, etc., aa 
tie words appeared to me rather nuworthj- of so fine 
an air, and recolleeting that it is on your list, I sat and 
raved under the shade of an old thorn, till I wrot« one 
to suit the measure. I may be wrong, but I think it 
not in my worst style. You must know that in Eam- 
saj's Tea-Table, where the modern song first appeared, 
the ancient name of the tune, Allan says, is Allan 
Water, or Mi/ Love Annie's very Bonny. This last 
has certainly been a line of the ori^nal song ; so 1 
took up the idea, and, as you will see, have introduced 
the line in its place, which I presume it formerly oc- 
cupied." — Barns to Mr. Thomson, August, 1793. 

Bt Allan stream I chanced fo rove, 

While Phcebus --ank beyond Eenledi ; 
The winds were whispeiing through the grove, 

The jellow com wa.^ waving re^dj 
I listened to a loveis «ang. 

And thought on jouthfu' pleasures monie ; 
And aye the mid wood echoes rin^ — 

Oh, dearly do I love thee, Annie ' 
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XT. 35.J WHISTLE, AND I'lL COME TO YOU. 

Oil, happy be the woodbine bower, 

!Nae nightly bogle make it eerie ; 
Nor ever sorrow stain the hour, 

The place and time I met my dearie ! 
Her head upon my throbbing breast. 

She, sinking, aaid : " I'm thiue for ever ! " 
While monie a kiss the seal imprest, 

The sacred vow, we ne'er 'should sever 

The haunt o' Springs the primrose brie. 

The Simmer joys the floLks to follow , 
How cheery through her ihortenLng day. 

Is Autumn, in her weeda o jellow' 
But can they melt the glowmg heart. 

Or chain the soul in speechless pleasure ? 
Or through each nerve the rapture dart, 

Like meetmg her, uur bosom's treasure ? 



Tune — Wlthlk, and FU coint to ym, my Lad. 

WHISTLE, and I'll come to yon, my lad, 
whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad ; 
Though father and milher and a' should gae mad, 
whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad. 
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76 WHISTLE, AND I'll COME TO TOO. [1T98. 

But warily tent, when ye come to court me, 
And come na unless the back-yett be gate 

a-jee ; "Jm 

Syae up the back-atile, and let naebody see, 
And come as ye were na comin' to me. 

At kirk, or at market, whene'er ye meet me, 
G-ang by me as though that ye cared nae a file; 
But steal me a blink o' your bonny black e'e, 
Yet look as ye were na lookin' at me. 

Aye vow and protest that ye care na for me, 
And whiles ye may lightly my beauty aniervsine 

But court na anither, though jokin' ye be, 
For fear that she wile your fancy frae me.^ 
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ADOWJJ WINDIKG KITH, 



ADOWN WINDING NITH I DID WANDER. 

Tdse.— The Mucking 0' GeorMe'a Byre. 

Adown winding Nitli I did wander, 

To mark the sweet flowers as they spring; 

Adown winding Niih I did wander, 
Of Fhillis to muse and to sing. 



Awa' wi' your belles and your beauties, 
They never wl' her can compare ; 

Whaever has met wi' my Piiillis, 
Has met wi' the queen o' the fair. 

The daisy amused my fond fancy, 
So artless, so simple, so wild ; 

Then emblem, said I, o' my Phillis, 
For she is Simplicity's child. 

The rose-bud's tbe blush o' my charmer, 
Her sweet balmy lip when 'tis prest: 

How fair and how pure is the lily, — 
But fairer and purer her breast. 
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78 COME, LET ME TAKE THEE. |1793. 

Ton knot of gay flowera in the arbour, 
Tl ej neer wi my Phillis can ^le: 

Her breatli i the breath o the Hoodhine, 
Ita dew drop o diamond her ej e 

Her MJKH 13 the song of the morning 

That n Aes thiough the gieen 'Spreading grove. 

When Phtehus peep^ over the mountains, 
On music ind plea. lire and love 

But beauty hov iml ml how fleeting — 
The bloom of i fine summer s day ! 

Willie worth in the mmd o my Phillia 
Will flourish without a decay 

Avgusl, 1793. 



Am— CautdKnil. 

" The laat stanza of this song I send yon is the very 
words that Coila taught me many yeare ago, and which 
I set to an old Suota reel in Johnson's Museum." — ■ 
Bams la Mr. Thomson, August, 1793. 

Come, let me take thee to my breastt 
And pledge we ne'er shall sunder ; 
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T. 35,] DAINTY DAVIK. 

And I shill -ipurn as iilesf dust 
The warld ? wealth and grandeur 

And do I hear mj Jeinie own 
That equal trinsports move her? 

I ask tor dearest lite alone 
That I may hve to love hi-r 

Thus in my arms wi -ill thy charms, 

I tHsp my counile=s tiea^ure 
I'll leek me miir o heaven to share, 

Than sil a moment's plca'.ure : 
And ^y thy een le bonny blue, 

I swear I m thine for ever ' 
And on (hy lips I eal my \ow, 

And break it shall I nevei ' 



DAINTY DAVIE. 

Tune "- DaiTtty DavU- 

" My dear sir, 1 have written you already by to-day's 
post, where I Hinted at a song of mine which might 
suit Dainty Davie. I have been looking OTer another 
and a better song of mine in the Museum, which I 
have altered as follows, and which I am persuadud 
will please you." — Barns to Mr. Thomson, August, 
1793. 
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The tune of Dainty Davie had been in Burns's hands 
some years before, when he composed to it a song with 
the awkward burden, The Gardener wF his Paidle.^ 



Now rjsy May cJinea in wi flowers, 
To deck her gay green spieading bowers; 
And now come in my hapi y hours, 
To nancler wi my Davie 



Meet me on tie w ukck Inowe 
Damty Davie dunty Di^ie 

There 111 spend the day »i you, 
My ain dear damty Davie 

The crystal waters round ua fa. 
The merry bircU are lover-, a, 
The SLented breLzes round us blaw, 
A wandcrmg wi my Davie 

When puiple "Mouimg lirts the hare, 
To steal upon her eaily fai 
Then thiough the dewi I will rep'^ir, 
To meet my tiithfu Davie 

When Diy, expiring m the west, 
'Ihe curtain draw> o JiatuiLS rest, 
I flee to his arms I loe be.t 
And thats m^ uti dear D'ivie 
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BRUCE TO HIS MEN AT BANNOCKBURN. 

TvsE — nefj,luUktailie. 

'' There is a trailitioa, which I have met with in 
many places in Scotland — that it [the air Hej, tuUie 
taitie] was Robert Bruce's march at the battle of Ban- 
nockburn. Tills thought, in ray yesternight's evening- 
walk, warmed me to a pitch of cnthuaasm on the 
theme of liberty and Indepeodenoe, which I threw 
into a kind of Scottish ode, fitted to the air, that one 
might suppose to he the gallant royal Scot's address 
to his heroic foUowei-s on that eventful morning."'— 
Bauis to Mr. Thomson, Sepl. 1793. 

Scots, wha hae wi' Walla^Mi bled, 
Scots, wham Bi'uce has alien led, 
Welcome to your gory bed. 
Or to victory ! 

Now's the day, and now's the hour ; 
See the front o' battle lour ; 
See approach proud Edward's power — 
Chains and slavery ! 

Wha will be a traitor knave? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave ? 
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XXOCKBUI 



Let him t 



Wha for Scotland'^ king and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw, 
Freeman stand, or freeman fa', 
Let him follow me ! 

By oppression's woes and pains ! 
By your sons in (-ervile chains ! 
We will drain our dearest veins, 

But they sliall be free! 

Lay the proud usurpers low ! 
Tyrants fall in every foe I 
Liberty's in every blow ! — 



1 " So may God ever defend the cause of truth and liberty, 
as Ke did that dsy! Amen. 

^^P. 8. — I shewed the air to Urbani, "who was highly pjeased 
with it, and begged me to make soil verses for it; bat I had 
no idea of giving layself any trouble on the subject, till the 
accidental recollection of that glorious struggle for freedom, 
assodated with the glowing ideas of some other struggles of 
the same nature, not qia'te so nncUat, roused my rhyming 
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BEHOLD THE HOUR ! 



BEHOLD THE HOUR! 

Tune— Oran Gaoil. 

This piece, tiiough aent Mr. Thomson in Septem- 
ber, 1793, as "glowing from the mint," is only slightly 
altered from a song dedicated to Clarinda nearly two 
years before. 

Behold the hour, the boat arrive ! 

Thou goest, thou darling of my heart ! 
Severed from tbee, can I survive? 

But fate has willed, and we must part. 
rU often greet this suiting swell, 

Ton distant isle will often hail : 
" E'en here I took the last farewell ; 

There, latest marked her vanished saiL" 

Along the solitary shore. 

While flitting sea-fowl rij\ind me ery, 
Across the rolling, diishing roar, 

ni westward turn my wistful eye. 
Happy, thou Indian grove, I'll say. 

Where now my Nancy's path may be ! 
While through ihy sweets she loves to stray, 

Oh, tell me, does she muse on me ? 
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DOWN THE BURN, DAVIE, 



DOWN THE BUBN, DAVIE. 

" Down die Burn, Dame — I have this inomcnl: tried 
an alteration, leaving out tjie last half of the third 
stanza, and the first half of the last stanza." — £urns 
la Mr. Thomson, Sept. 1793. 

As down the burn they took their way, 

And through the flowery dale, 
His cheek to hers he aft did lay, 

And love was aye the fale. 

With "Mary, when shall we return. 

Sic pleasure to renew ? " 
Quoth Mary: "Love, I like the burn, 

And aye shall follow you." 
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THOU HAST i.T.V^ 



TIJOU HAST LEFT ME EVER. 

Tvsn — Fee Mm, Father. 

" Fee him, Father — I enclose you Fraser's set of this 
tune when he [ilajs it slow ; in taut, he makes it the 
langui^e of despair. I shall here give lou two atan 
zas, in thftt style, merely fo try if it wrjl be any im 
provemeiit Were it jossible m sing n„ to gne it 
half the pathos which Fraser gnes it in flawing it 
would make an admirably pathetic song I do not 
give these verses for anj merit thi-j h\ie I tom 
posed them at the time m whith Patie Allan s raither 
died — that was about the back o midn Jit and by 
the lee-side of a bowl ot punth which hal overset 
every mortal in companj e'^rupt the hautbois and the 
Muse." — Sums to Mr. Thomson, SepL 1 793. 

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie ! thou hast left 

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie ! thou hast left 

Aften hast thou vowed that death only should 

Now thou'st left thy lass for aye — I maau see 
Ihee never, Jamie, 



H.*. I, Google 



86 BANNOCKBURS. [1793. 

Thou liast me forsaken, Jamie ! thou hast me 

forsaken ; 
Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie ! thou hast me 

Thou canst love anilher jo, while my heart is 

breaking ; 
Soon my weary e'en I'U close — never mair to 
waken, Jamie, 
Ne'er mair to waken ! ^ 



BANNOCKBURN. 



Altered to suit the air Lewie Gordon, at the in- 
stance of Mr. Thomson. 

Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace h!ed, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aflen led, 
Welcome to your gory bed, 
Or to glorious victory I 

1 It is surprising that Bnms should have thought it necea- 
saryto BubBlitiite new verses for the old song to this air, which 
is one of the most exquisite eiTueiona of genuine naCuTSl aen- 
timeDt in (he whole range of Scottish lyrical poetry. Its 
merit is now fully appreciated, while Bnma's substitule song 
IB scarcely ever snng. 



H.*. I, Google 



p. 35.] BANNOCKBURN. 

Now's the day, and now's the hour ; 
See the front o' battle lour ; 
See approach proud Edward's power - 
Edward ! chains and slavery ! 

Wha will be a traitor knave ? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave ? 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? 
Traitor ! coward ! turn, and flee ! 

Wha for Scotland's king and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw, 
Freeman stand, or freeman fa', 
Caledonian ! oii wi' me ! ^ 

By oppression's woes and pains ! 
By your sons in servile chains ! 
We will drain our dearest veins. 
But they shall be — shall be free ! 

Lay the proud usurpers low ! 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
Liberty's in every blow ! 

Forward! let us do or die !^ 

' This verse stood when the change was first made: — 

"Sodger! hero! onwi'me!" 
' " I have botroweJ the last elanaa from the tommon 
ition of Walkcri — 

" ' A false usurper sinks in every foe, 
And liberty returns with every blow.' 
couplet worthy, of Hornet.*^ — B. 



H.*. I, Google 



WHEKE ARE THE JOYS? 



WHEEE ARE THE JOYS? 



— Saw^emifFiilhei-T 

written was sprinkled with a few 



WuEBE are the jojs 1 have met in the morn- 
ing, 

That danced to the lark's early song? 
Where is the peace that awaited my wandering, 

At evening the wild-woods among? 

No more a-winding the course of yon river, 
And marking sweet flowerets so fair ; 

No more I trace the light footsteps of pleasure, 
But sorrow and sad sighing care. 

Is it that Summer's forsaken our valleys. 

And grim, surly Winter is near? 
Ho, no I the bees humming round the gay roses. 

Proclaim it the pride of the year. 

Fain would I hide what I fear to discover, 
Yet long, long too well have I known. 
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All that has caused tl ib wrctk ii my bosom 
Is Jenny, fair Jenny alone 

Time cannot aid me my grief are immortal ; 

Not* hope dare a comfort bestow: 
Come, then, enamoured and fond il my anguish, 

Enjoyment I'll seek ii m\ «o 



MY SPOUSE NAKCY. 

TusE — MyJoJanet. 

" Husband, husband, cease your strife, 

No longer idly rave, sir ; 
Though I am your wedded wife, 

Yet I am not your slave, sir." 

" One of us two must still obey, 

Nancy, Nancy; 
la it man, or woman, say, 

My spouse, Nancy?" 
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" If 'lis alill the lordly word, 

Servicu and obedience, 
ni desert my sovereign lord, 

And so good-by allegiance ! " 

" Sad will I be, so bereft, 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
Tet ril try to make a shift, 

My spouse, Nancy." 

" My poor heart then break it must, 
My last hour I'm near it : 

When you lay me in the dust, 

Think, think how you will bear it." 

" I will hope and trust in Heaven, 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
Strength to bear it will be given, 

My spouse, Nancy." 

" Well, sir, from the silent dead, 
Still I'll try to daunt you ; 

Ever round your midnight bed 
Horrid sprites shall haunt you." 

" I'il wed another like my dear, 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
Then all hell will fly for fear, 

My spouse, Nancy." 
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APOLOGY TO MR RIDDEL FOR A RUDE- 
NESS OFFERED HIS WIFE. 



)hid bniq dp rs 

Th f 1 h li from W d w y, 

Th 1 f w f d 

(N m y m d ra t y) — 

Wl b d pi th t h pi t 1 ? 

M h t f d p t 

Al hj 1 Id I h tl — 

Scenes so dbliorrent to my heirt' 
'Tia thine to pity and forgi\e 
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Time passed on, and the original breach was prob- 
ably made vfider by the tittle-tattle of itijudieious 
friends. Certain it is that Burns became deeply in- 
censed agMnst this pair of ancient friends, and stooped 
to express his rancor in strains truly unworthy of at' 
least his heart, if not his head. It was in the foilowing 
style that he lampooned the once admired Maria — a 
woman whom he had described as one of real talent, 
and who undoubtedly was so. 

How cold is that bosom which folly once fired, 
How pale is that cheek where the rouge 
lately glistened ! 
How silent that tongue which the echoes oft 

How dull is that ear which to flattery so 
hstened ! 

If sori'ow and nnguish their exit await, 

From friendship and dearest affection re- 
moved, 

How doubly severer, Eliza, thy fate. 

Thou diedst unwept, as thou livedst unloved. 
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Loves, Graces, and Virtues, I call not on you; 
So shy, grave, and distant, ye slied not a 

But come, all ye offspring of Foily so true, 
And flowers let us eull for Eliza's cold bier. 

We'll search through the garden for each silly 
flower, 
We'll roam through the forest for each idle 

But chiefly the neitle, so typical, shower, 
For none e'er appi-oached her but rued the 
rash deed. 

We'll sculpture the marble, we'll measure the 

Here Vanity strums on her idiot lyre ; 
There keen Indignation shall dart on her prey. 
Which spurning Contempt shall redeem from 



Here lies, now a prey to insulting neglect. 
What once was a buttei-fiy, gay in life's 

Want only of wisdom denied her respect, 
Want only of goodness denied her esteem,^ 

i"With thaprofoundeat respect for your abiiiliesilhe most 
Bincere esteem and ardent regard Sot jour gentle heart and 
anuable manners! ""d <^e most fervent wish and prayer for 
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•us TO MARIA. [179i. 



EPISTLE FROM ESOPUS TO MARIA. 

The dramadu company which occasionally had a 
season in the little theatre behind the George Inn in 
Dumfriea, was headed by Mr. James Williamson ; and 
this hero had, like Bums, been admitted into the joc- 
und circle at Woodley Park, [Mr. Riddel's]. Our 
poet had happened at this time to hear of a most ex- 
traordinary adventure having befallen Williamson and 
bis associates, while performing at Whitehaven. The 
"bad Earl of Lonsdale" had committed the whole 
company to prison there as vagrants!' Here were 
two favorite aversions of Burns brought into excite- 
ment at once, for he hated the Cumbrian lord with a 
perfect hati'ed, a feeling in which he was not singular. 
Fructifying upon the otfence of Maria and the despot- 
ism of Lonsdale together, be conceived the idea of the 
following epistle, as from Williamson in his White- 
haven prison to the lady whose society he bad lately 
enjoyed. 

From those drear solitudes and frowsy cells, 
Whei-e infamy with sad repentance dwells ; ' 

madam, j-our most devoted hamble servant, R. B." 

Letter U, Mrs. Mddel. 
1 See a comninnication in the Kendal Mercury, July 10, 1852. 
3 la these dread solitudes and awful cells, 
Wbere heavenly pensive contemplation dwells, etc. 
EpiaUe ofEloUa to Abelard. 
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«r. 3G] Eri3rLb I'ROM E>OPD'- TO MAEIA. 95 

Where turnkeys make the jealous portal fast. 
And deal from iron hands tlie spare repast ; 
Where truant 'prentices, yet young in sin, 
Blush at the curious stranger peeping in ; 
Where strumpets, relics of the drunken roar, 
Eesolve lo drink, nay, half to whore no more ; 
Where tiny thieves not destined yet to swing. 
Bent hemp for others, nper for the string : 
From these illre scenes my wretched lines I 

To lL-11 Maria her Esoiiuf' Ute. 

"Alas! I feel I am no actor here!"» 

'Tis real hangmen, real scoui'ges bear ! 

Prepare, Maria, for a horrid tale 

Will (urn thy very rouge to deadly pale ; 

Will make thy hair, though erst fi'om gipsy 

By barber woven, and by barber sold, 
Though twisted smiwth with Harry's nicest 

Like hoary bristles to erect and siare. 
The hero of the mimic scene, no more 
I start in Hamlet, in Othello roar ; 
Or haughty chieftain, 'mid the din of arms. 
In Highland bonnet wuo Malvina's charms ; 
Whde sans culottes stoop up the mountain 
high, 

1 Ljtlelton's Prologue to Thomson's Cm-iolanm, spoken by 
Mt. Quin. 
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96 HPISTLE FROM KSOrUS TO M4EIA, [1794. 

And steal irom rae Maria's prying eye. 
Blest Higliland bonoet! once my proudest dress, 
Now prouder still, Maria's temples press. 
I see her wave thy towei'ing plumes afar, 
And call each coxcomb to the wordy war ; 
I see her face the first of Ireland's sons,^ 
And even out-Irish his Hibernian bronze ; 
The crafty colonel ^ leaves the farlaiied lines 
For other wars, where he a hero shines ; 
The hopeftil youth, in Scottish senate bred, 
Who owns a Bushby's* heart without the head, 
Comes 'mid a string of coxcombs to display, 
That vetii, vidi, vid, is his way ; 
The shrinking bard adown an alley skulks, 
And dreads a meeting worse than Woolwich 

hulks ; 
(Though there, his heresies in chureh and state 
Might well award him Muii' aod Palmer's fate :) 
Still she undaunted reels and rattles on. 
And dai-es Ihe public like a noontide sun. 

I The poet here enumeralBa several of Mrs. Riddel'a yieit- 
JDg-fi^enda. "Gillespie " has been noted as the name of the 
Imh gentleman first alluded to. 

3 Cotonel M'Dowall, of Logan, noted as the Lothario of hia 
connty during many Iqngyeara. 

« Burns alludes in this poem to a family which in his day 
occupied a conspicuous place in Dumfriesshire eociety. Mr. 
John BnBhby had raised himself to Health and importance, 
first as a solicitor, and afterwards as a. banlcer. The peraon 
referred to in these lines whs Mr. Bushby Maitland, son of 
John Bushby, then a young advocate, and supposed to be by 
no means the iii^uol of iiis father In point of intdlect. 
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(What scandal called Maria's jaunty stagger, 
The ricket reeling of a crooked swagger ? 
Whose spleen e'en worse than Burns's venom 

He dips in gall unmixed his eager pen, 
And pours his vengeance in the burning line, 
Who christened thus Maria's lyre, divine — 
The idiot strum of vanity bemused, 
And even the abuse of poesy abused ? 
Who called her verse a parish workhouse, made 
For motley, foundling fancies, stolen or strayed ?) 

A workhouse ! ah, that aonnd awakes my woes, 
And piUows on the thorn my racked repose ! 
In durance vile here must I wake and weep, 
Aod all my frowsy couch in sorrow sleep — 
That straw where many a rogue has lain of 

And vermiiied gipsies littered heretofore ! 
Why Lonsdale thus, thy wratli on vagrants 

Must earth no rascal save thyself endure ? 
Must thou alone in guilt immortal swell, 
And make a vast monopoly of hell ? 
Thou know'st the virtues cannot hate thee 

The vices also, must they club their curse ? 
Or must no tiny sin to others fall. 
Because thy guilt's supreme enough for all ? 
Maria, send me, too, thy griefs and cares ; 
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98 THE LOVELY LABS OF INVERNESS. [1791. 

In ill of tli(,e an. tl j E opua shaie 
Ad iKu at ill mankind the flag unfurl'i 
Who on my fair one Satires \engeance burls? 
Who calln thee pert affected vain coquette 
A w t in lolly and a fool m w t 
Who says that fool alone i not thy due 
And quotes thy Ireacheiies to prove it true' 
Oui torce untel on thy foes well turn 
And dare the wai with all of woman born 
For nho can wiite and speA as thou anl I — 
My jeriod* that leciphering defy 
And thy still mitchless tongue (hat conqnera 
■ill te[ ly ? 



THE LOVELY LASS OF INVEENESS.i 

Tube — La»$ of Inverness. 

The first half-stanza of this song is from an older 
composition, which Burns here improved upon. 



The lovely lass o' Inverness, 
Nae joy nor pleasure can sh 
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ET. 36.] A KED, KED ROSE. 

For e'en and morn she cries, Alas ! 

And aye the saut tear bim's lier e'e. 
Drumossle Moor — Drumossie-day — 

A waefu' day it was to me ! 
For there I lost my father dear, 

My father dear, and brethren three. 

Their winding-sheet the biuidy clay, 

Their graves are growing green to see, 
And by them lies the dearest lad 

That ever blest a woman's e'e I 
Now wae to thee, thou cruel lord, 

A biuidy man I trow thou be ! 
For monie a heart ihou hast made sair. 

That ne'er did wrong to thine or thee. 



A RED, RED ROSE. 

Tune — Grninm'a Stralh^ty. 

D MI luve's like a red, red rose, 
That's newly sprung in June ; 

D my luve's like the melodie, 
That's sweetly played in tune. 
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As fair art thou, my bonay lass, 

So deep in luve am I ; 
And I will luve thee still, my dear, 

Till a' the seas gang dry. 

Till a' the sea? gang dfy, my dear, 

And the rocks melt wi' the sun, 
I will luve thee still, my dear. 

While the sands o' life shall run. 
And fare-lhee-weel, my only luve ! 

And fare-thee-weel a while! 
And I will come again, ray luve. 

Though it were ten thousand mile.' 

I This song was written by Bums as an improvement upon 
a sh^et ditty, which Mr. Peter Buchan ajiys was conipOBed by 
a Lienteaant Hinuhes, as a farewell to his sweetheart, vhea 
on the eve of parting. Varioua veraions of the original song 
are given in Hogg and Motherwell's edition of Bums, includ- 
ing one troni a stall sheet containing sis excellent new songs, 
which Mr. Motherwell conjeelureB to have been printed abont 
1770, and of which his copy bore these words on its title, in a 
childish scrawl believed to be that of the Ayrshire bard, 
" Robine Bums aught this bnik and no other." A version 
more elegant than any of these was communicated to me by 
the late Mr. Robert Hogg in 1823 : 

fere-tbee-well, my own (rue love, 

fare-thec-well awhile; 
But I'll come back and see tliee, love, 

Thougb I go ten thousand mile. 
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to lament and sigh, 



Though all our friends should never be pleased — 
They are grown so lofty and high — 

I never will break Ihe vows I have made. 
Till the stars fell from Ihe sky. 

Till the stars fall from the sky, my love. 

And the rocks melt ni' th« sun, 
ni aye prove tme to thee, my love, 

Till all these things are done. 



Now fare-(!iee-well, my dearest love, 



It is worth while t 
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A VISION. 

in Dumfries ytat ■ 
nver abovi, the t 
Lmcluden Abbev and Church which oitupi 3 ri>- 
maiitii, situat on on a piuLe of nsing j^round in the 
angle at the junction of the Cluden \\ iter with the 
Nith These ruina include many finu fragments of 
anc ent de(orati>e avchitetture an! are enshrined 
m 1 natural scene of the utmost beauty Burns, 
according to his eldest son often mu=ed ami 1st the 
Lmcluden ruins There is one position on a little 
mount to the south of the Church wheie a couple 
of landscapes of witching lovelmeis are obtiined set, 
as It were in two of the windows of the ancient 
building It waa probablj the Calvan of the 
ancient church precinct Tins the younger Bums 
remembers to have been a lavontc resting place of 
the poet 

Such IS the locality of the grand and thnll ng 
ode entitle 1 j1 Vt tort in which he hints — for more 
than a hint could not be ventured upon — hn sense 
of the degradation of the ancient manl} spirit of his 
country under the conservative terrors of the pass- 
ing en 

As I stood by yon roofless tower, 

Where the wa'-flower scents the dewy air, 
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Where th howlet mourns in her m b iver, 
And fells the midnight mion her t re 

Tlie winds were liid the ■^ir was '.liU 
The stars they shot alang the sky 

The fjx w^s howhnff on the hill 

And the d atint echoing gltna reply 

The siream ad>wn its hazelly path 
Was rushing by the ruinpd «ia 

Ha t ng to join the sweeping Nith ' 
Who e distant rolling swells and fas 

The cauld blue North was slreaming forth 
Her lights wi hi sing eerie dm awe- nap 

Alhort the lift thej start and shift, ub 

Like tort met, favours tint as win int»" 

By heedless ch'^nce I turned mine eye 
And, by the moonbeam shook to ee 

A stern and atilwart ghaut arise, 
Attied \ mmalrel wont t) be 



To join yon river on (he Strath. 
2 Tarialion — 

Now looking over firth and fauld, 

Her horn the pale-faced Cynihia reared; 
When, lo! in form of minstrel anid, 

A stem and stalwart ghaist appeared. 



H.*. I, Google 



104 OUT OVER THE rOETH. [179 

Had I a stalue been o' stane, 
His darin' look had daunted me; 

And on his bonnet graved was plain. 
The sacred posy — "Libertie!" 

And frae his harp sic strains did flow. 

Might roused the sJiimb'ring dead to hear; 

But oh ! it was a tale of wo, 
As ever met a Briton's ear. 

He sang wi' joy the ibrmer day, 

He weeping wailed his latter times ; 

But what he said it was nae play — 
I winna ventur't in my rhymes. 



OUT OVER THE FORTH. 

Ti'NE — Charlie Gwdon's iMlcmie home. 

Out over the Forth I look to the north, 

But what is the north aod its Highlands to 
me? 

The south nor the east gie ease to my breast, 
Tlie far foreign land, or the wild rolling sea. 
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JET.SS.] LOUIS, WHAT KECK I BT THEE. 105 

But I look to 'the west, when I gae to rest, 
That happy my dreams aad my slumbers 
may be ; 

For far in tlie west lives lie I lo'e best. 
The lad that is dear to my babie and rae. 



LOUIS, WHAT RECK I BY THEE ? 

TvsE — Louis, what reck fbyOieef 

Louis, what reck I by thee. 

Or Gieordie on his ocean ? 
Dyvor, beggar loona to me, Baukt 

I reign in Jeanie's bosom ! 

Let her erown my love her law, 
And in her breast enthrone me — 

Kings and nations, swith, awa' ! v 

Reif randies, I disown ye ! Thitf-begg 
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SOMEBODY ] 



My h a t -ia — I la tel 

My h a t a f om bodj 

I could w ak a te It 

Fo tl p ake ot omebody 

Oh-hon ! for somebody ! 

Oh-bey ! for somebody ! 

I could range the world around, 

For the sake o' somebody ! 



Te powers Ihat smile on virluous love, 

sweetly smile on somebody ! 

Prae ilka danger keep him free. 

And send me safe my t 

Oh-hon ! for somebody ! 

Oh-hey ! for somebody ! 

I wad do — what wad I not? 

For the sake o' somebody ! 
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WILT THOU BE MY DEAKIli /" 



WILT THOU BE MY DEARIE? 



Wii.T thou be my dearie? 

Wlien sorrow wrings ihy gentle heart, 

Wilt thou let me cheer thee ? 

By the treasure of my soul, 

That's the love I bear thee, 

I swear and vow that only thou 

Shall ever be my dearie ! 

Only tbou, I swear and vow, 

Shall ever be my dearie! 

Lassie, say Ihou lo'es me ; 
Or if thou wilt na be my ain, 
Say na thou'It refuse me. 
If it winna, canna be, 
Thou for thine may choose me, 
Let me, lassie, quickly die, 
Ti'usting that thou lo'es me I 
Lassie, let me quickly die, 
Trusting that thou lo'es me ! 
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LOVELY POLLY STEWAET. 



LOVELY POLLY STEWAET. 



Foil) Stewart was the daughter of t certain Willie 
Sttwart on ivlDm Bun s wrote some impiomptu stan- 
za'4 She iras reartd in comfortable Lircumstancea, a 
few miles trom Burns s resiJence at Elhilind and was 
married lo a gentleman ot large property Sad to 
relite ol one for whom Bums promiscl thit worth 
and truth would gne her eternal youth thii poor 
woman fell isiic, fr m the path of honoi and sunk 
into the most humble circumstances in her old age- 
It was stated a few jtars ago thit abe livel as "a 
poor laiLndtr (to use a phrase ot Barbours) in 
Maxwelltown Sboisbeleied to haie ubsequenfly 
died in Frame 



O LOVELY Polly Stew-irt 1 

O channmg Polly Ste«ait' 
Theiea not a flower that blooms in Miy 

That = h'ilf =o fair as thou wL 
The flower, it bKws it fades and fa'«, 

And art c-iii ne er renew il 
But worth ii\\ truth flerml jouth 

■V^ill gne t Pfllv Stewait 
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KT. 36.] COULD AUGHT 01' SONG. 101) 

May he whose arms shall fauld thy charms, 

Possess a leal and true heart ; 
To bim be given to ken the heaven 

He grasps in Polly Stewart. 
lovely Polly Stewart! 

charming Poliy Stewart ! 
There's ne'er a flower that blooms in May 

That's half so sweet as thou art. 



COULD AUGHT OV SONG.i 



Could aught of song declare my pains, 
Could artful numbers move thee, 

The Muse should tell, in laboured strains, 
Mary, how I love thee ! 

They who but feign a wounded heart 
May teach the lyre to languish ; 

' The lur to which Burns wrote this song, was the produo 
tion of Dr. Samuel Howard, organist of St. Clement's Danes 
in Ihe middle of the last century. It was composed for Ram- 
Bi^'s song, At Setting Day and Riling Morn, and in this oon- 
oection attained some popularity. 
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But what avails the pride of art, 
When wastes the soul with aagutsh ? 

Then let the sudden bursting sigh 

The heart-felt pang discover ; 
And in the keen, yet tender eye, 

read the imploring lover ! 
For well I know thy gentle mind 

Disdains art's gay disguising, 
Beyond what fancy e'er refined, 

The voice of nature prizing. 



WAE IS MY HEART. 

Tube — Whe is my Heart. 

Wae is my heart, and the tear's in my e'e ; 
Lang, lang, joy's been a stranger to me ; 
Forsaken and friendleM, my burden I bear, 
And the sweet voice o' pity ne'er sounds in my 



Love, thou hast pleasures, and deep hae I loved, 
Love, thou hast sorrows, and sair hae I proved ; 
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But this bruised lieart that now bleeds in my 

breast, 
I ean feel its throbbings will soon be at rest. 

Oh, if I were happy, where happy I hae been, 
Down by yon stream, and you bonny castle- 
green ! 
For there he is wand'ring, and musing on me, 
Wfaa wad sooa dry the tear frae PhiUis's e'e. 



HERE'S TO THY HEALTH, MY BONNY 

LASS. 



Hebe's to thy health, my bonny lass, 
Guid-night, and joy be wi' thee ; 

I'll come nae mair to thy bower-door, 
To tel! thee that I lo'e thee. 

dinna think, my pretty pink, 
But I can live without thee : 

1 vow and swear I dinna care 
How lang ye look about ye. 

Thou'it aye sae free infoitning me 
Thou hast nae mind to marry. 
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I'll be as ft'ee info'-ming ihee 

Nae time hae I to tarry. 
1 ken thy friends try ilka means, 

Frae wedlock to delay thee, 
Depending on some higher chance^ 

But ibrtune may betray thee. 

I ken they acorn my low estate, 

But that does never grieve me ; 
But I'm as free as any he ; 

Sraa' siUer will relieve me. 
I count my health my greatest wealth, 

Sae long as I'i! enjoy it ; 
I'll fear nae scant, I'll bode nae want, 

As lang's I get employment. 

But far-off fowls hae feathers fair, 

And aye until ye try them ; 
Though they seem fair, still have a care, 

They may prove waur than I am, ni 
But at twal at night, when the moon shm 
bright, 

My dear, I'll come and see thee; 
For the man that lo'es his mistress weel, 

Nae travel makes him weary. 
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MY LADT S GOWN. 



ANNA, THY CHARMS.i 



Anna, thy charms my bosom fire, 

And waste my soul with care ; 
Bui, ah ! how bootless to admire. 

When fated to despair ! 
Yet in thy presence, lovely fair, 

To hope may be forgiven ; 
For sure 'twere impious to despair. 

So much in sight of heaven. 



MY LADY'S GOWN, THERE'S GAIBS 
UPONT. 



Out ower yon muir, out ower yon m 
Whare gor-cocke through the heather i 

There wons auld Colin's bonny lass, 

A lily in a wilderness. 

iThisE 
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114 jockey's Ta'eN the PAKTING kiss, [1794. 

Sae sweetly move her gentle limbs. 
Like music notes o' lovers' hymns ; 
T!ie diamond dew is her e'en sae blue, 
Where laughinf; love sae wanton swims. 



JOCKEY'S TA'EN THE PARTING KISS. 
TcKE — Jockeg'i ia'm Ihe Paring Kisa. 

Jockey's ta'en the parting kiss 

O'er the mountains he is gane, 
And with him is a' my bliss, 

Nought but griefs with me remain. 
Spare my lave, ye winds that hlaw, 

Plashy sleets and beating rain ! 
Spare my !uve, thou feathery snaw, 

Drifting o'er the frozen plain ! 

When the shades of evening creep 

O'er the day's feir, gladsome e'e, 
Sound and safely may he sleep, 

Sweetly blithe his waukening be 1 
He will think on her he loves, 

Fondly he'll repeat her name; 
For where'er he distant roves, 

Jockey's heart is still at hame. 
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r THY LOOP r 



O LAY THY LOOF IN MINE, LASS. 



And swear on thy white hand, lass, 
That thou wilt be my ain. 

A slave to love's mihoundeii sway, 
He ail has wrought me meikle wae; 
But now he is my deadly fae. 
Unless thou be my ain. 

There's monie a lass has broke my rest, 
That for a blink I hae lo'ed best ; an inai 
But thou art queen within my breast, 
For ever to remain. 

O lay thy loof in mine, lass, 
In mine, lass, in mine, lass. 
And swear on thy white hand, lass, 
Tliat thou wilt be my ain. 
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116 o mallt's 1 



MALLY'8 MEEK, MALLT'S SWEET. 

Mallt's meek, Mally's sweet, 

MaUy's modest and discreet, 
Mally's rare, Maily's fair, 

Mally's every way complete. 

As I was walking up the street, 

A bareflt maid I chanced to meet ; bateibot 
But oh, the road was very hard 

For that fair niaideii's tender feet. 

It were mair meet that those fine feet 
Were weel laced lip in silken shoon ; 

And 'twere move fit that sbe should sit 
Within yon chariot gilt aboon. ebote 

Her yellow hair, beyond compare. 

Comes trinkling down her swan-like neck ; 

And her two eyes, like sfars in skies. 
Would keep a sinking ship frae wreck. 
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'S-l ON THE DEATH 01' GLENRlDDIil 



SONNET ON THE DEATH OF GLENRID- 
DEL. 

It IS not ot eour e t be sujpo-e i Ihat Burn waa 
to men 1 his breith wilh the fam [y at Woodlej Park 
by lampooniDg the lad^ Nor did the e^il $top here 
Ver) naturall) llie good couple at Carse b} wbose 
fireside he bad spent so mant bappy evenings took 
part with thLir fnenda at Woodier and moot sad 
It IS to relate that the witthj Glcnnddel deep 
read in old coma" alopt«d sentiments ot leproba- 
tion and aversion towards the Bard of the Whistle 

In Apnt tbe Laird of Carse died unreeoaciled 
to our poet, who remembering only his worth and 
former kindness immediatelj penned an elegia son 
net on tbe sad e^ent It was doni, on the s[ur ot 
a first impulse — the sonnet being completed so early 
as to appear in the !oc al newspaper beneath the 
aniouicemeit of Glenrddels ieath 



"Vo moie J wwblers of the n wd no raoie 
"Vol joui jour de c,int grating on my soul' 
rhou ^uun|,eyed Spring gay in lliy \erdant 
tole 

Mori; welcumi; were to me grim Winter's wildest 
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118 THE BANKS or CEEE. [1794. 

How can ye charm, ye flowers, with all jour dyes ? 

Ye blow upon ihe sod that wraps my friend ! 

How can I to the tuneful strain attend ? 
That slrain flows round the untimely tomb where 
Eiddel lies. 

Yes, pour, ye warblers, pour the notes of wo, 
And soothe the Virtues weeping o'er his bier ; 
The Man of Worth, and hath not left his peer. 

Is in his narrow house, for ever darkly low. 

Thee, Spring, again witli joy shall others 
Me, memory of my loss will only meet ! 



THE BANKS OF CREB. 

Tune — The Baniis of Cree. 

" I got an air, pretty enough, composed by Lady- 
Elizabeth Heron of Heron, which she calls The Banki 
of Cree. Cree is a beautiful romantic stream; and 
as her ladyship is a particular friend of mine, I liave 
written the following song to it." — Burns lo Mi: 
Thomson, Mag, 1794. 

Here is the glen, and here the bower, 
All uoderneath the birchen shade ; 
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KT. 36.] ODE FOR WASUINGTOs's BIKTHDAY, 119 

The village bell has tolLJ the hour, 
what can stay my lovelj maid? 

'Tis Dot Miriab whispermg (.ill 
Tis but the b\lmy biedth ng gale. 

Mixed with some nai biers dymg fall, 
The dewy star ot eve to hiil 

It IS Manas \oiLe I hear' — 

So rails the woodlark in the grove, 

His little faithful mate to cheer 
At once tis music and ti lo\e 

And art thou ccme' — and ait thou true? 

O welcome detr, to love and me! 
And let u all oui vows renew, 

Along the flowerj baakd tf Ciee. 



FRAGMENT OF AN ODE EOE WASHING- 
TON'S BIRTHDAY. 

"I am just going to trouble your criliKal patienL-e 
with the first sketch of s. stanza I have been framing 
ae I passed along the road. The subject is Liberty: 
you know, my honoured friend, how dear the theme 
ia to me. I design it as an irregular ode for General 
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120 ODE FOR WASHINGTON'S BIBTHDAT. |179-l, 

Washington's birthda)'. After having mentioned the 
degeneracy of other kingdoms, I come fo Scotland 
thus " — [Burns (oJirs. Danlop, 2Bth June, 1794.] 



Thee, Caledonia, thy wild heatha among, 
Thee, famed for martial deed and sacred song. 

To thee I turn with swimming eyes ; 
Where !■« that soul of freeriom fled ? 
Immuigled with the mighty dead. 

Beneath the hallowed tui-f where Wallace 

Hear it not, Wallace, in ihy bed of death, 
Te babbling winds, in silence sweep, 
Disturb ye not the hero's sleep, 

Nor give the coward secret breath. 

Is this the power in freedom's war, 
That wont to bid the battle rage? 

" With the additions of" — 

Behold that eje nhich shot iramotlal hate. 
Braced usutpationS bold' 'it dating. 

That aim which, nerved with thundirmg fate, 
Crushed the de-pot's proudest bearing , 

One quenched m darkness like the omking star. 
And one the palsied arm of tottering, power- 
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LAST LINES TO C 



You mu>t know mj dearest madain, that these 
now niany jears, wherever I am, in whatever eom- 
panj, when i married lad> is called as a toast, I con- 
stantly gilt joii hut as ^our name has never passed 
my hps, even to mj most intimate friend, I give you 
by the name of Mrs, Mac. This is so well known 
among my acquaintances, that when any married lady 
is called for, the toast-master will say : ' Oh, we need 
not ask him who it is heres Mrs Mac' I have also, 
ankong mv convivial fnends set on toot a ro ind of 
toasts which I call a round of Arcadian Shepherd 
c^ea — that i, a round of favourite ladies, under 
female names celebrated in ancient song and then 
\ou are my Clariida bo my bvch Clannla I 
devote this glass ot b ne to i moit ii leni w sh for 
jour happiness 

It. nm woull Prudence with decorous sneer 
Point out a censuring world, and bid nie fear 
Above thit world on wing^ of love I use 
I know ita woraf ind can thit worst deapi&e 

Wrongfd injuied =hunned unpitied unre 
diest 
The mocked quotition cf the scorners jpat — 
Let Prudence direst bodemenis on me fall 
Glannda, rich reward 1 o erpajs them ail 
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J22 WRITTEN IN Thomson's melodies. [179 



WRITTEN IN A COPY OF THOMSON'S 
MKLODIBS, PRESENTED TO A LADY. 

" I have presented a copy of your songs to the 
daughter of a much-valued and much-honoured friend 
of mine — Mr. Graham of Flntry. I wrote on the 
blank-side of the title-page the following address to 
the young lady," — Burns to Mr. Thomson, Jvly, 
1794. 

Here, where the Scottish Muse immortal lives, 
III sacred strains and tuneful numbers joined, 

Accept the gift, though humble he who gives: 
Rich is tbe tribute of the grateful mind. 

So may no ruffian feeling in thy breast, 
Discordant jar thy bosom-chords among ; 

But Peace attune thy gentle soul to rest, 
Or Love ecstatic wake his seraph song ; 

Or Pity's notes, in luxury of tears. 

As modest Want the taie of wo reveals; 

White conscious Virtue all the strain endears. 
And heaven-born Piety her s 
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THE TREE OF LIBERTY. 

Heaed ye o' the tree o' France ? 

I watna what's the name o't ; 
Around it a' the patriots dance, 

Weel Europe kens the fame o't. 
It stands where ance the Bastile Stood, 

A prison built by kings, man, 
When Superstition's hellish brood 

Kept France in leading-slrings, man. 

Upo' this tree there grows sic fruit, 

It raises man abooD the brute, 

It maks him ken himsel', man. 
Gif ance tlie peasant taste a bit, 

He's greater than a lord, man. 
And wi' the beggar shares a mite 

O' a' he caa afford, man. 

Tills fruit is worth a' Afric's wealth. 
To comfort us 'twas sent, man : 

To gie the sweetest blush o' health. 
And mak us a' content, man. 
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i THe TREE OF LIBERTY. [1TB4. 

It clears the een, it cheers the heart, 
Maka high and low guid friends, man ; 

And he wha acts the trailor's part, 
It to perdition sends, man. 

My blessings aye attend the chiel, 

Wha pitied Gallia's slaves, man. 
And staw a branch, spite o' the deil, stoia 

Frae yont the western waves, man. beTond 
Fair Virtue watered it wi' care, 

And now she sees wi' pride, man, 
. How weel it buds and blossoms there, 

Ita branches spreading wide, man. 

But vicious folk aye hate to see 

The works o' Virtue thrive, man ; 
The courtly vermin's banned the tree, 

And grat to see it thrive, man. »tpt 

King Loui' thought to cut it down, 

When it was unco sma', man ; 
For this the watchman cracked his crown, 

Gut aff his head' and a', man. 

A wicked crew syne, on a time, 

Did tak a solemn aith, man. 
It ne'er should flourish to its prime, 

I wat they pledged their faith, man. 
Awa' they gaed wi' mock parade, 

Like heagles hunting game, man. 
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But Boon grew weary o' the trade, 

And wiihed they'd been at liame, man. 

For Freedom, standing by the tree, 

Her sons did loudly ca', man ; 
She sang a sang o' liberty, 

Which pleased them ane and a', man. 
By her inspired, the new-bom race 

Soon drew the avenging steel, man ; 
The hirehngs ran — her foea gicd chase, 

And banged the despot weel, man. 

Let Britain boast her hardy oak. 

Her poplar and her pine, man ; 
Auld Britain ance could crack her joke. 

And o"er her neighbours shine, man : 
But seek the forest round and round. 

And soon 'twill be agreed, man. 
That sic a tree can not be found 

'Twixt London and the Tweed, man. 

Without this tree, alake this life 

Is but a vale o' wo, man ; 
A scene o' oorrow mixed wi' strife, 

Nae real joys we know, man. 
We labour soon, we labour late. 

To feed the titled knave, man ; 
And a' the comfort we're to get. 

Is (hat ayunt the gra\P, m<iii. 
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Wi plenty o sic trees I trow 

The world would live iti peace man 
The sword would help to mak i plough 

The din o wai nad ci-n^ nun 
Like biethren in a common cause 

Wed on eioh other smile man, 
Ani equal nghM anl equ'il hws 

W\d ghdden every i le min 

Wae worih the loon whT nalni eat 

Sic hilesome dainty cheer m'jn 
rj gie my '.hoon frae aft my teet, 

To taste SIC fruit I -jwear man 
Sjne let us priy auld England may 

Sure plant thia hr famed tree man* 
Anl blithe well sing and hail the day 

That gave u liberty man ^ 

lOrig alh pr ted the Peop r Fit n fB m (1841) 
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1 FAR AWAY. 



ON THE SEAS AN0 FAR AWAY. 

Tune— O'er ike Bills, etc. 

" The last evening, as I was straying out, and think- 
ing of O'er the HiUs and far away, I spun the following 
stanza for it ; but whether my spinning will desei've 
to be laid up in store, like the precious thread of the 
silkworm, or brushed to the devil, like the vile manufac- 
ture of the spider, I leave, my dear sir, to your usual 
candid eritieism. I was pleased with several lines in it 
at first, but 1 own that now it appears rather a flimsy 
business." — Burnn to Mr, Thomson, 30th Augmt, 1794, 

How can my poor heart be glad, 
When absent from my sailor lad ? 
How can I the thought forego, 
He's on the seas to meet the foe ? 
Let lue wander, let me rove, 
Still my heart is with my love : 
Nightly dreams, and thoughts by day. 
Are with him that's far away. 



On the seas and far away, 
On stormy seas and far away ; 
Nightly dreams, and thoughts by day, 
Are aye with him that's far away. 
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i ON THE SEAS AND FAE AWAT. [1794. 

When in suraraer's noon I faint, 
As weary flocks around me pant, 
Haply in the scorching sun 
My smloHs thundering at his gun ; 
Bullets, spare my only joy ! 
Bullets, spare my darling boy ! 
Fate, do with me what you may, 
Spare but him that's far away ! 

At the starless midnight hour. 

When winter rules with boundless power, 

As the storms the forest tear, 

And thunders rend the howling air, 

Listening to the doubling roar, 

Surging on the rocky shore. 

All I can — I weep and pray. 

For his Weal that's far away. 

Peace, thy olive wand extend. 

And bid wild War his ravage end, 

Man with brother man to meet, 

And as a brother kindly greet ! 

Then may Heaven with prosperous gales. 

Fill my sailor's welcome sails, 

To my arms their charge convey, 

My dear lad that's far away. 



H.*. I, Google 



THE TOWES G 



C.V THE yOWES TO THE KSOWES. 

" I am flattered at your adopting Cii the Yowes to 
the Kniiwes, as it was owing to mo that ever it saw the 
light About seven years ago, I was well acquiunted 
with a worthy little fellow of a elergyman, a Mr. 
Cluuie, who sang it charmingly; and, at my request, 
Mr. Clarke took it down from his singing. When I 
gave it to Johnson, I added some stanzas to the song, 
and mended others, but still it will not do for you. 
In a solitary stroll which 1 took to-day, I fried my 
hand on a few pastoral lines, following (jp tlie.idea of 
the chorus, which I would preserve. Here it is, with 
all its crudities and imperfections on ils head." — 
Burns to Mr. Thomson, Sept., 1794, 

CHORDS. 

Ca' the yowes to the knowe-^, drive HieewM 
Ca' them where the heather grows, 
Ca' them where the bumie rows. 
My bonny dearie ! 

Hark! the mavis' evening-sang 
Sounding Cluden's wood^i amang ; 
Then ft faulding let us gang, 
My botiny dearie. 
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) ca' the yowes to the knowbs, [i 

We'Ii gae donn by Cluden mii , 
Through the hazels sprciding wide, 
O'er the waves that sweetly glide 
To the moon sae clc'^rly 

Tonder Cluden's silent towera, 
Where at moonshine midiiiglit hours, 
O'er the dewy bendmg fiowei-, 
Fairies dinui tai, cheeiy 

Ghaist nor bugle ohalt thou fear; ^ 
Thou'rt to love and heavpn sae dear, 
Nocht of ill miv come thee near, 
Mj bonny deane. 

Fair and lovely ■»» thou irt, 
Thou ha'^t stown my verj heart ; i 

I can die — but ciniu part, 
My bonny dearie 

While waters wimple to the leii ; ni& 
While d'^y blink, in the lift sae hie ; g 
Till clai cauld death ihall bhn' my ee, 
Ye ••halt be my dearie 
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SHE SATS SHE 1 



SHE SAYS SHE LO'ES 1 



Sak flaxen were her ringlets, 

Her ejebrows of a darker hue, 
Bewitchingly o'er-arching 

Twa laughing e'en o' bonny blue : 
Her smiling, sae wiling. 

Wad make a wretch forget his wo; 
What pleasure, what treasure. 

Unto these rosy lips to grow I 
Such was my Chloris' bonny face. 

When first her bonny face I saw ; 
And aye my Chloris' dearest charm, - 

She says she lo'es me best of a'. 

Like harmony her motion ; 

Her pretty ankle is a spy 
Betraying fair proportion, 

Wad make a saint forget the sky. 
Sae wanning, sae charming, 

Her faultless form and graceful air 
Ilk feature — auld nature 

Declared that she could do nae ma 
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2 SAW YE Mr PHELY ? [X794. 

Hora are the wiEing chains o' love, 
By conquering beauty's sovereign law ; 

And aye my Cbloris' dearest charm, — 
She says she lo'es rae best of a'. 

Let others love the city, 

And gaudy show at sunay noon ; 
Gie me the lonely valley, 

The dewy eve, and rising moon, 
Fair beaming, and streaming, 

Her silver light the boughs araang ; 
While faitiog, recalling. 

The amorous thrush concludes his sang. 
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove 

By wimpling bum and leaiy meandering 

Shaw, grnra 

And hear my vows o' truth iind love. 
And say thou lo'es me best of a' ? 



SAW YE MY PHELY ? 

Tube — When ike cam bea ihe biMit. 

V ye my dear, my Phely? 
/ ye my dear, my Phely ? 
own i' the grove, she's wi' a new 
winna come hame to her Willy. 
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What says she, my dearest, my Pheiy ? 
What says she, luy dearest, my Pliely? 
She Ipts thee to wit, thai she ha* thee forgot, 
And for ever disowns thee, her Willy. 

Oh, had I ne'er seen thee, my Phely ! 
Oh, had I ne'er seen thee, my Phely ! 
As hght as the aiv, and fause as thou's fair, 
ITiou's broken the heart o' thy Willy. 



HOW LONG AND DREARY IS THE MGHT ! 

Tk.s-e— Cvu/d Kail in Aberdeen. 

" How long and dreary is the Nighl / — I met with 
some such words in a eollection of songs somewhere, 
which I altered and enlarged ; and to please you, and 
to 6uit your favourite air, I have taken a stride or two 
across my room, and have arranged it anew, as you 
will find on the other page." — Burns to Mr. Thomson, 
19tft Oct., 1794, 

How long and dreary is the night 
When I am frae my dearie ! 

1 restless lie frae e'en io moi-n. 
Though I were ne'er sae weary. 
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For oh, her laneij nights are lang ! 

And oh, iier dreams ai-e eerie ! f 
And oh, her widowed heart is sair. 

That's absent frae her dearie ! 



Wlien I.tliink on 


llie lightsome 


days 


I spent wi' the* 


;, my dearie, 




And now what se 


as between us 


roar. 


How can I be 


but eerie ? 




How slow ye mo. 


/e, ye heavy 1 


TOurs 1 


The joyless day, how di-eary 




It was na.sae ye 


glinted by, 


Passed aokkij 


When I was w 


i' my dearie ! 





LET NOT WOMAN E'ER COMPLAIN. 



" These English songs grave! me to death. I have 
not that i:ommand of the language that I have of my 
native tongue. [In fact, I thinit my ideas are more 
b.irren in English than in Scotch.] I have been at 
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Duncan Gray, to dress It in English, but all I can do 
is deplorably stupid." ^ Sunis to Mr. Thomson, 19(A 
Oct., 1 794. 



Let not woman e'er complain 

Of inconstancy in love ; 
Let not woman e'er complain 

Fickle man is apt to I'ove. 
Look abroad through Nature's range; 
Nature's mighty law is change ; 
Ladies, would it not be strange, 

Man should then a monster prove? 

Mark the winds, and mark the skies, 
Ocean's ebb, and ocean's flow ; 

Sun and moon but set to rise, 
Round and round the seasons go. 

Wliy, then, ask of silly Man 

To oppose great Nature's plan ? 

We'll be constant while we can — 
You can be no more, yon know. 



H.*. I, Google 



1 LOVER S MORNING-Sa 



TasE — DeUiaitJie Wars. 



These verses were inspired by "CHLORiS,"tIie theme 
of a winsiderable number of Bariis's songs at tbis 
period. Cliloria was Jean Lorimer, daughter of a snb- 
stanti^ farmer in the ndghborhood of Dumfries, with 
whom Burna lived in tntimat* relations. She mas at this 
time (Ovt., 1794) just nineteen years of age, and was 
living apart from a spendthrift husband, of the name 
of Whelpdale, who liad persuaded her into a Gretna 
Green marriage the year before. Her subsequent life 
was extremely unhappy. She is described as uneom- 
monly beautiful, both in ftnn and face. 

Slebp'st thou, or wak'st thou, fairest creature? 

Rosy Morn now lifts his eye. 
Numbering ilka bud which nature 

Waters wi' the tears o' joy. 

Now through the leafy woods, 

And by the reeking floods. 
Wild nature's tenants freely, gladly stray ; 

The lintwhite in his bowtr linnet 

Chants o'er the breathing flower ; 

The lav'rock to the sky 

Ascends wi' sangs o' joy. 
While the sun and thou arLse to bless the day. 
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Phcebus, gilding the brow o' morning. 

Banishes ilk darksome fhade, 
Naltii-e gladd'ning and adorolDg ; 

Such 10 me my 'lovely maid. 

When absent frae my fair, 

The murky shades o' care 
With starless gloom o'eroast my sullen sky; 

But when in beauty's light, 

She meets my ravished sight, 

When through my very heart 

Her beaming glories dart — 
'Tis then I wake to life, to light, and joy ! ' 



Noiv to the Btrtamiiig fountain, 
Or up the heatUy mountain, 
The hart, hind, and roe, freely, wildly-wanton si 
In twining tiazel-bovrers 

The lav'roci to the sky 
Ascends wi' Bangs o' joy, 
While the sun and tUon arise to bless the day. 

When frae iny Chloris part;ed, 
Sad, cheerier, hroken-hearteil, 
Ttie niglit's gloomy shades, doudy, daik, o'erca 

In pride of beano's light: 
When through my veiy lieatt 
Her beaming glories dart — 
'Tis tJieii, 'tis then I wake to life and joy! — Cu 



H.*. I, Google 



THE AULD MAN. 

But lately seen ia gladsome green, 

The woods rejoiced the day; 
Through gentle showers the laughing flowers 

In double pride were gay. 
But now our joys are fled 

On winter blasts awa' ! 
Yet Maiden May, in rich array. 

Again shall bring them a'. 

But my white pow ! nae kindiy thowe hand— Uw 

Shall melt the snaws of age ; 
My trunk of eild, but buss or build,' old ej 

Sinks in Time's wintry rage. 
Oh, Age has weary days. 

And nights o' sleepless pain ! 
Thou golden time o' youthful prime. 

Why com'st thou not again ? 

Oct., 1794. 
1 Without bush or shelter. 
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TO CHLOKIS. 



TO CHLOEIS. 



Tia Friendship's pledge, my young, fair friend, 

Nor thou the gift refuse, 
Nor with unwilliug ear attend 

The moralising Muse. 

Since thou, in all thy youth. and charms, 

Must bid the world adieu, 
(A world 'gainst peace in constant arms) 

To join the friendly few : 

Since thy gay morn of hfe o'ercast. 

Chill came the tempest's lower; 
(And ne'er misfortune's eastern blast 

Did nip a fairer flower:) 

Since life's gay scenes must charm no more. 

Still much is left behind ; 
Still nobler wealth hast tliou in store — 

The comforts of the mind ! 

Thine is the self-appi-oying glow. 
On conscious honour's part; 



H.*. I, Google 



And, duarest gift of Heaven below, 
Thine friendship's truest hearf. 

The joys refined of sense and tasle, 
With every Muse to rove : 

And doubly were the poet blest, 
These joys could he improve. 



MY CHLORIS, MARK HOW GREEN THE 
GROVES. 

Tune — My Lodging is on tlie cold Gromid. 

"In my last, I told you my objections to the song 
you had selected for M^ Lndging is on ike cold Ground. 
On my v'idt the other day to mv fair Clilorja — that ia 
the poetic name of the loselj goddess of mj mspira 
tion — she suj^ested an idea whith I on my leturn 
from the visit, wrought into the toUowing song It la 
exactly in the measure of My deaiie an thou die, 
which you saj is the precise rhythm of the air" — 
Burns to Mr. Thmn'on Noo 1(94 

My Chloris, mark how gieen the grove'*. 
The pnmroM, banks how td r 

The balmy gales anakt, the floweii, 
And wave ihj fli\.en Inir 
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The lav'rock shuns the palace gay, 
And o'er the cottage sings : 

For nature smiles as sweet, I ween, 
To shepherds as to kinga. 

Let minstrels sweep the skilfu' fairing 

In lordiy lighted ha'; 
The shepherd stops his simple reed. 

Blithe, in the birken shaw. birchen 

The princely revel may survey 
Our rustic dance wi' scorn ; 

But are their hearts as light as ours 
Beneath the milk-white thorn ? 

The shepherd, in the flowery glen, 
In shepherd's phi'ase will woo : 

The courtier tells a finer tale. 
But is his heart as true? 

These wild-wood flowers I've pu'd, to dec 
That spotless breast o' thine: 

The courtier's gems may witness love - 
But 'tis na love like mine. 
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YOCTIIFUL, CUAKJtlNG CULOB, [119+- 



IT WAS THE CHARMNG MONTH OF MAY. 

" Despiuring of my own powers to give you variety 
enougb in English songs, 1 have been turning over old 
collections, to pick out songs of which the measure is 
something similar to what I want; and, with a little 
alteration, so as to suit the rhythm of the air exactly, 
to give you them for your work. Where the songs 
have hitherto been but little noticed, nor have ever 
beeii set to music, I think the shift a fair one. A song 
whi h nnder the same first verse jou will find in 
Eamsays Tea laUe Msceliany 1 ha ut down for 
an Englsh dre-^ to jour Dan j/ Da e as follows:" 
— B ns Mr Tho on Nov 17<>4 

It was the cl arming month of M'ly, 
When all tie flowers were tiesh tnd gay; 
One mom ng by the bre'ifc of dij, 

The joutlt I hir ng CIloe 
Fi m pe cef 1 si mber si c arose 
G rt n he m-u tl*, and her ho e 
A 1 oer the flowe y meid he g es, 

Tl JO til I ci rm g Chi e 
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r -WHITE LOCKS. 1 V-i 



\o ihtil Clloe cha m g Chloe, 
Tnppin^ o er the pea ly lawn, 
Ti e joullil 1 1 11 Tiing Chloe. 

The feafhpied people joi might sue 
Perched <\1I aro ind on e\erj tree; 
In notes of & veete t melodj 

They hail the chavni g Chloe; 
Till pa ntit g gay the eastetn akies, 
The j,lonous un began to n e 
Oulnvalled by tie radiant ejea 

Of jouthful charming Chloe' 



LASSIE Wr THE LINT-WHITE LOCKS. 

TvNE — Eotkemurchiii'a Rmt. 



Lassie wi' the lint-white locks, 
Bonny lassie, artless lassie, 

1 "You may Ihliik meanly of this, but take a 1 
bombast original, and you will be surprised that I 
E(i much of it." — Bams. 



H.*. I, Google 



Wilt thou wi' me tent the flocks, 
Wilt thou be my dearie ? 

Now Nature deeds the flowery lea, cigtim 
And a' is young and sweet like thee ; 
Oh, wilt thou share its joys wi' me, 
And say thou'lt be my dearie O ? 

And when the welcome simmer^hower 

Has cheered ilk drooping httle flower, 
We'll to the breathing woodbine-bower 
At sultry noon, my dearie O. 

When Cynthia lights, wi' silver ray. 
The weary shearer's hameward way, 
Through yellow waving fields we'll stray, 
And talk o' love, my dearie 0. 

And when the howling wintry blast 
Disturbs my lassie's midnight rest. 
Enclasped to my faitliful breast, 
I'll comfort thee, my dearie 0, 
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FAKEWELl, TDOU STREAM. 



TAREWELL, THOU STllKAM THAT WIND- 
ING FLOWS. 

It will be observed that this is a new and improved 
versdon of the song sent in April of the preceding 
year, beginning, The last Time I came o'er the Moor. 
The change most remarkable is (he subetilution of 
Eliza for Maria. -The alienation of Mrs. Riddel, and 
Burns's resentment against her, must have rendered 
the latter name no longer tolerable to him. One only 
can wonder that, with his new and painful associa- 
tions regarding that lady, he could endure the song 
itself, or propose laying it before tlie world. 

Fakewell, thou stream (hat winding flows 

Around Eliza's dwelling 1 
O meni'17 1 spare the cruel throes 

Within ray bosom swelling : 
Condemned to drag a bopeless cbaiii, 

And yet in secret languisli, 
To feel a fire in every vein, 

Nor dare disclose my angui.^h. 

Love's veriest wretch, unseen, unknown, 

I fain my griefs would cover ; 
The bursting sigb, th' unweeting groan, 

Betray the hapless lover. 
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I know thou doom'at me to despair. 
Nor wil(, nor canst relieve me ; 

But, oh ! Eliza, bear one prayer — 
For pity's sake forgive me I 

The music of thy voice I heard, 

Nor wist, while it enslaved me ; 
I saw thine eyes, yet nothing feared. 

Till fears no more had saved me. 
Th' unwary sailor thus aghast. 

The wheeling torrent viewing, 
'Mid circling horrors sinks at last 

In overwhelming ruin. 



PHILLY AND WILLY. 



O Philly, happy be that day, 
When roving through (lie gathered hay, 
My youthfu' heart was stown away, 
And by thy cliarms, my Philly. 
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O Willy, aye I ble-= iIih groie 
Where first I owned my raaidcD love, 
Whilst tliou ^ild^t pledge the powers above 
To be mj wn dear Willj 



A-. -ong-Ici- of the early je'jr 
AiP ilkd day m»ir sweet to bear, 
So ilka daj to me mair dear 
Ind charmmg is mj Phiilj 



Af on the briPi the Iiudding rosC 
btill iichf-r bifathe- and lairer blows, 
So in mj tender bosom ^rowa 
Thp loie I bear mv Wilh 



The milder sun and bluer sky, 
That crown my harvest cares wi' joy, 
Were ne'er sae welcome to my eye 
As is a sight o' Philly. ■ 



The little swallow's wanton wing, 
Though wafting o'er tlie flowery spring. 
Did ne'er to me sic tidings bring, 
As meeting o' my Willy. 
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The bee that th o ^h 1 e un j ho ir 
& ps ne t, r the oj en ng tlo er 
Coup red •■ my de! gl t s {.oor 
Upon tie Its o PI llj 



Let fortune's wheel at random rin. 

And fools may lync, and knaves may w 

My ihouglits are a' bound up in am 

And that's my am dear Philly. 



What's a' the joys that gowd can g 
I care nae wealth a single flie ; 
The lad I love's the lad for me, 
And that's my ain dear Willy. 

jVot. 1: 
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CONTEXTEU W? LITTLE. 

Tune — Lamps o' Paddins. 

Contented wi' little, and cantie ivi' mair, merry 
Wliene'ei- I forgather wi' sorrow and care, meet 
I gie tliem a skelp as tliey're creepin' alang, slap 
Wi' a cog o' guid swats, and an auld p^— sie 
Scottish sang. 

I wliiles claw the elbow o' troublesome thought, 
But man is a sodger, and life is a faught : flgut 
My mirth and good-humour are coin in my 

pouch, 
And my freedom's my lairdship nae monai-cli 

dare touch. 

A towraond o' trouble, should that be tneivcmontii 

A night o' guid -fellow ship sowthers makeg np for 

it a': 
When at the blithe end of our jouiiiey at last, 
Wha the deil ever lltinks o' the road he has past ? 

Blind Chance, let her snapper and stuinbie 

sioyte on her way ; tflittr 

Be't to me, be't frae me, e'en let the jade gae : 
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150 CANST THOU LEAVE ME TUUS ? [1794. 

Come ease or come travail, come pleasure or 

My warst word is ; " Welcome, and welcome 

" Nov. 19, 1794. 



CANST THOa LEAVE ME THUS, MY KATY? 

Tu.\t — itey'a Wife. 
CHORUS. 

Casst thou leave me thus, my Katy ? 
Canst thou leave me ihus, my Katy ? 
Well thou know'st my aehiiig heart, 
And canst thou leave me thus for pity ? 

Is this iby plighted, fond regard, 
Thus cruelly to part, my Katy ? 

la this thy faithful swain's reward — 
An aching, broken heari, my Kaly ? 

Farewell! and ne'er such sorrows tear 
That fickle heart of thine, my Katy ! 

Thou maj'st find those will love thee dear — 
But not a Jove like mine, my Katy.^ 

A'ov. 13, 179+. 
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dfl. Bums conla not write verses on any woman -without 
iniHgining her as a mistreea, past, present, or potential. He 
accocflingly treats tlie breach offtiendsliipwliielihad occurred 
between liim and tlie iair hostess of WoodLey Park, as a fall- 
ing away on her part iinm cotistiuioy in the tender passion. 
It appears, moreover, that he sent the song to Mrs. Riddel, as 
a sort of olive-branch, and that she did not receive it in an 
unkindly spirit, Ihough probably without forgetting that the 
bard had wonnded her ddicaey. She answered the song in 

fiiimd by Currie amongst hie papers after hia death. 

STAY, MY WILLIE, YET BELIEVE ME. 

Slay, my Willie — j-et believe me; 

Stay, my Willie — yet believe nie; 

For, ah ! thou fcnow'st na' ever;* pang 

Wad wring my bosom shouldst tlion leave me. 

Tell me that thou yet art true. 
And a' my wrongs shall be forgiven ; 

And when this heart proves fause to thee. 
Yon sun shall cease its coucse iu heaven. 

But to think I was betrayed, 

That falsehood e'er our loves should sunder! 
To take the flow'ret to my breast. 

And find tbe guilefu' serpent under 1 

Could I hope thou'dst ne'er deceive. 

Celestial pleasures, might I choose 'em, 
I'd slight, nor seek in other spheres 
That heaven I'd find within thy bosom- 
Stay, my Willie — yet believe me j 
Stay, roy Willie — yet believe me ; 
For, ah I thou know'st na' every pang 
Wad wring my bosom shouldst tliou leave me. 
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rOR A' THAT AND A' THAT. 

" A great cridc (Aikin) on songs aaya, that loTe 
and wine are tlie exclusive themes for song-writing. 
The following is on neither subject, and consequently 
is no song, but mill be allowed, I think, to be two 
or three pretty good prose thoughts inverted into 
rhyme." — Bums lo Mr. Thomson, Januar;/, 1795. 

Is (here, for honest poverty. 

That hangs hia head, and a* that I 
The coward slave we pass him by, 

We dare be poor for a' that ! 
For a' that, and a' that, 

Our toils obscure, and a' that ; 
The rank is but the guinea's stamp,* 

The man's the gowd for a' that! 

Wiiat though on hamely fare we dine, 
"Wear hoddin gray, and a' that ; 

Gic fools their silks, and knaves their wine, 
A man's a man for a' that ! 

1 A similar thouglit occurs in Wychfrlfy's Plida-Dealei; 
yrbieh Burns prob.ililj' never saw. "I weigli the man, not hia 
title; 'tis rut tlie Itintt's stamp can m«ke the inetal hetCer or 
heavier. Your lord la a leaden shilling, which you liend 
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BT. 36.] FOR a' that and a' that. 

For a' that, and a' that, 

Their tinsel show, atjd a' tliat ; 

The honest man, though e'er sae poor, 
Is king o' men for a' fhal ! 

Te see yon birKie, ea'd a lord, 

Wlia struts, and starej, and a' that ; 
Though hundreds woi-ahtp at his word, 

He's but a coof for a' that. 
For a' tliat, and a' that. 

His ribbon, star, and a' that ; 
The man of independent mind, 

He looks and laughs at a' that. 

A prince can mak a helted knight, 

A marquis, duke, and a' that; 
But an honest man's aboon his might, 

Guid failh. he maunna fa'^ that! 
For a' that, and a' that, 

Their ■dignities, and a' that ; 
The pith o' sense, and pride o' worth. 

Are higher rank ^ than a' that. 

Then let us pray that come it may — 
As come it ivill ibr a.' that — 

That sense and woLih. o'er a' the eai'lli 
May bear the gree, and a' that. fu 
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For a' that, and a' that, 
It's coining yet, for a' that, 

That man to man, the warld o'er. 
Shall brothers be for a' that ! 



O WAT YE WHA'S IN TON TOWN? 

" Do you know an air — J am sure you must know it 
— We'll gang niMinoir lo yon town? 1 think, in slowish 
time, it would make an excellent song. I am highly 
delighted with it ; and if you should think it worthy 
of your attention, 1 have a fair dame in my eye, to 
whom I would consecrate iL Try it with this dog- 
grel — until I give yon a better." — Burns to Mr. 
Thomson, lih February, 1795. 

This song will be fi3und, eoniplete, further on. 



WAT ye wha's in yon town, 

Ye see the e'enin' sun upon ? 
The dearest maid's in yon town 

That e'enin' sun is shinin' on. 
sweet to me yon spreading tree, 

Where Jeanie wanders afi her lane ; alone 
The hawthorn iiower that shades her bower, 

Oh, when shall I behold again ! 
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■ASSIE, ART THOU SI.I 



LASSIE, ART THOU SLEEPING YET? 

Tune — Let me in thia ae Nigkl, 

LASSiii, art thou sleeping yet? 
Or art thou wakin', I ivould wit ? knoiv 

For love has bound me hand and foot, 
And I would fain be in, jo. a™i 



For pity's sake this ae night, 
O rise and let me in, jo ! 

Thou hear'st the winter wind and weet, 
Nae star blinks through the driving sleet ; 
Tak pity on my weary feet, 

And shield me frae the rain, jo. 

The bitter bla^t that round me blaws 
Unheeded howls, unheeded fa's ; 
The cauldness o' thy heart's the cause 
01' a' ray grief and pain, jo. 
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I ASD RAJN. [1735. 



HER ANSWER. 



Upbriiid na me wi' cauld disdain; 



Gae back the j 



This s 


le, ae, ae night; 


And atic 


e for a' this ae niglt, 


I wini 


la let you in, jo ! 



The snellest blast, at niirkest liours, ehaipeet 
That round the pathless wanderer poui-s. 
Is nocht to what poor she endures. 
That's trusted faithless man, jo. 

The sweetest flower (hat decked the. mead. 
Now trodden like the vilest weed — 
Let simple maid the lesson read. 

The weii'd may be her ain, jo. feta 

The bird that charmed his summer-day, 
Is now the cruel fowler's prey ; 
Let witless, trusting woman say 
How aft iier fate's the same, jo! 

Fei. dih, 1795. 
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ELECTION BAI.I 



BALLADS ON MR. HERON'S ELECTION, 



TliB (luAth of General Stewart in Jaiiiiary liail 
created a vacancy hi tlie representation of the Stew- 
artrv of Kirkcudbright — a district so closely adjoin- 
ing to Dumfries, that all its concerns are there deeply 
felt. 

The vacant seat was contested between a Tory, 
under the Galloway influence, and an independent 
country gentleman of Whig politics. The latter was 
the same Mr. Heron, of Kerroughlree, whom Burns 
had visited in June of the past year, soon after his 
melancholy rencontre with David M'Culloch. He 
was a benevolent and most respectable man. The 
candidate in the Tory interest was Mr. Gonlon, of 
Balmaghie, himself a man of moderate property and 
influence, but greatly fortified by the favor of his 
uncle, Mr. Murray, of Brougbton (one of (he wealth- 
iest proprietors In the bouth of Scotland) as well as 
by the interest of the Earl of Galloway. 

It was certainly most unsuitable for Bums to take 
any part in this conflict, as, while no public duty mas 
neglected by hia silence, his partisanship was t«n times 
more likely to do him harm than good. He saw, 
however, some of his favorite aversions, such as the 
Earl of Galloway, and John Bushby of Tinwald 
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Downs, on the. one 'ide whik on tin. other btood ^ 
really worth) man who had -hown Inm some kind 
npss, and whosf political pt eposaessions accorded wilh 
his own With his charaLteristic reLkleB=ne=s, be 
threw off «eteral ballads and eien caused them to 
be tirculated in print effusions whn-h must now be 
deemed of secondary importance in the roll of hia 
works, but whuh jet are well wortbj of preset 
vation lor the traits of a keen satiiic spirit whuh 
mingle with then loial and starcely intelli^ble al 



Whom vill you ^en 1 to Lond n town. 

To Piilnment an 1 a t! ■it 
Or Kha in a the i untry rounl 
The beil de=ei\*!S to (a tHt 
For a that and a tl tl 
Through Gallow \j and i thit ; 
Wbere la the iaii'd or belted knight 
That beat de&er\es to fa that' 

Wha sees Kerroughtr es open letl 

And wha 1 t neier taw that '* 
Wha ever ni Keiiougl tree meets 
And haa a doubt ot a that' 
For 1 thtt and ■» th'it 
Heres Heron jet fir a that' 
The independent patrut 
The hone t min and i that. 
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.EI-. 37.] ELECTIOy BALLADS. 

Tbougl wil ina woith m either ^ex 

'jt Mirj s Isle can shiw that 
Vii dukes ^nd lord let Selkiik mix 
And weel does feelktk ft, ihit 
lor a Ihit and ■x iMt 
Hprea Heron jet for i tbu 
Tl e independent comraoner 
SI ill be the man for a thai 

But wl} should ne lO nolles lo ik ' 

And 1st tgiinst the kw thit ' 
Foi why 'x lord inaj be a g uk 
Wi nbbon =tat and a that 
For a that and a that 
Here s Heron yet f i a that ' 
A lord nn} bn a 1 i ^ loun 
W ribbm tar and i thit^ 



V be 


rdle s 1 


oy c 


ome oer the 


hllU 




W 


unele s 


pui 


e and a tl it 






But V 


ell h« 


ine 


fnc raang 


irsel 




\ 


nan we 


ken 


and a thit 








For a 


that 


and a that 








Heres 


Hei 


on jet foi a 


thati 






For n 


eie 


not to be bought e 


ind Bold, 




Like 1 


laig 


and nowt and a 


that. ^M. 


1 The rituperation in 


this slanaa refers, not t. 


the Selkirk 


family, 


focwMih 


Bums 


had a respect, as 


1 shown in the pre- 


ceding 


verBe,buC 


to the Earl of Galloway 
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160 ELECTION BALLADS. [17 

Then let us drink !he Slewartrj, 

Kerrougliliee'a laird, and a' that. 
Our repre-etitative lo be, 

For neel he's worthy a' that. 
For a' thai, and a" that. 
Here's Heron yet tor a' that ! 
A House of Conimona such aa he, 
They would be blest that ■^.iw that. 



Fy, let ua a' to Kn kciidbrighl. 
For there will be bickciing there; 

Foi Munaj'i light hotsc aie to muster, 
And oh, how the heroes mil swear! ^ 

Firit, (here will he tru-tj Kerroughtree,^ 

Whaae honour wis eier his law, 
If the Virtues were packed in a parcel, 

Hi3 worib might be sample fiir a'. 

And strong and respectfu's his backing. 
The maiat o' the lairds wi' him stand ; 

1 Thio ballad is compoaed in imitation ol a rough but amus- 
ing specimen of the old ballad literatura of Stotland, desorip- 
tivs of the company attending a country -wedding — 

" Fy, let us a" to the wedding, 

Foe there'll be lilting there," etc. 

2 Mr, Heron, of Kerroiighlicc, tht Whig candidate. 
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Nae gipsj-like nominal batons, 

Whase property's paper, bat lands.' 

For there frae the Niddiadale borders, 
The Maxwells will gather in droves, 

Teugh Jockic,^ stanuh Geordie," and "Wellwood,* 
That griens ibr the fishes and loaves. longs 

And there will be Heron the Major,^ 
Wha'll ne'er be forgot in the Greys ; 

Our flattery well keep for some other, 
Him only 'tis justice to praise. 

And there will be Maiden Kilkerran,' 
And also Barskiuiming's guid knight ; ' 

And there will be roaring Birtwhistle,* 
Wha luckily roars i' the right. 

Next there will be wealthy young Richard' — 
Dame Fortune should hing by the neck 

1 Man}' of the county electors were, previous to the Kelbim 
Act of IS32, posaeBSors of fictitious voles only — often called 
paper votera. 

^ Mr. Maxwell, of Terraughty, the venerable gentleman on 
whose birthday Bums wrote some verses. . See vol. ii. p. 291. 

* George Maxwell, of Carruchan. 

* Mr. Wellwood Maxwell. 

s Major Herou, brother of the Whig candidate. 
6 Sir Adam Fe^uaon, of Kilkerran. 

' Sir William Miller, of Barakimming; afterwards a judge 
under the deeignation of Lord Glentee. 
9 Mr. Birtwhistle, of Kirkcudbriglit. 
9 Richard Oswald, of Anchincmive. 
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For pTOiitgal thrifUess bestowing — 
His merit liad won him respect. 

And there will be rich brother uabobs, 
Though nabobs, yet men of the first ; ' 

And there will be ColHeston's whisker's,* 
And Quintin, o' lads not the warst.° 

And there will be Stamp-office Johnnie* — 
Take care how ye purchase a dram; 

And there will be gay Cassencarrie,^ 
And there will be gleg Colonel Tam.* 

And there will be folk frae St, Mary's, 
A honse of great merit aud note ; ' 

The deil ane but honours them highly, 
The deil's few will gie them a vole. 

And thei-e'll be Murray commander,^ 
And Gordon the battle to win ; ' 

I Messrs. Haaaay. 

S Mr. Copland, of Colliestoii. 

^ Quintin M'Adam, of Craigengillan. 

* Mr. John Sjnie, distributer of stampE, Dumfries, 

^ , of Cassancarrie. 

^ Colonel Goldie, of Goldidea. 

' The fiimily of the Earl of Sdldrk. 

S Mr. Murray, of Broughton. This gentleman had ieft his 
wifs, and eloped with a lady of rank. Large fortune had al- 
lowed him to do this with comparative impunity, and even 
without forfeiting the alliance of his wife's relations, one of 
whom he was suppotting in this tlection- 

° Ur. Gordon, of Balmaghie, the government candidate. 
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Like brolliers they'll stand by each other, 
Sae knit iti aUiance and sin. 

And there will be black-lippit Johnnie,' 
The tongue o' the trump to them a'; 

An he gets na hell for hia haddin, haMiatioB 
The deil gets nae justice ava. at sii 

And there'll be Kempleton's birkie,'' 
A chiel no sae black at the bane ; 

For as for his fine nabob fortune, 
Well e'en let that subject alane." 

And there'll be Wiglon's new sheriff,* 
Dame Justice fu' brawly has sped ; 

She's gotten the heart o' a Eushby, 

Bui, Lord! what's become o' the head? 

And there'll be Cardoness Esquire,' 
Sae mighty in Cardoness' eyes, 

1 Mr. John Bu^by- 

2 William Bnshby, of KHnpieton, brother of John. He 
bad been inToived in the rniiioua affur of Douglas, Heron, 
& Co.'s Banlt, aofl had subsequently gone to India, where he 

s Variation ; 

For now what he wan in the Indies, 
Has scoured up the laddie fu' olean. 

4 Mr. Maitland Bu&hhy, son of John, and newly appointed 
sheriff of Wigfonshire. The some idea occui-s in The Epittlf. 
<if El/pas to Maria. 

5 David Maxwell, of Cardoness. 
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A wiglit Ihat mil wealhei diranalion, 
Fui the devil thp piey will de p se. 

And there is our king? lord lieutenint, 
So fimed f r hi-, grateful return 

The birkie la getting his questions feiion 

To iy m Sf Stephen s the mom. 

And theie will Ip Dcuglasses doughty 
NewH_hn lening towns fai an 1 near ; ' 

Abjiirin» their demoLrat dom^ 
By kiasiDg the of a peei 

And there II be lids o the goapel 

Muirbe^d whig a guid i hes true;^ 

Aud tfiere II be Buittle s apo lie 

Whas m^n o the Ha k thin the blue.^ 

And there 11 be Kenmure '5^e generous,* 
Whise honoui is piuof to the ^torm ; 

To bate them fiae stark leprobition, 
He lent them his name to thp hrm. 

And there 11 be Logan M Dowall,* 
Sculduddeiy and he will be there ; 

1 The MeBSra Douglas brothers of I arl n vark {nem-christ- 
ened by them CusIIb Douglas) and Urchardton 

^ Rev Mr Muu-head mm nter of Uir 

8 Eev. George Maxwell, mmister ot Buittlc. 

< Mr. Gordon, of Kenmure. 

s Captain M'Dowall, of Logan, the hero of Te Baakt (md 
Braet o' Bonny Dooa. 
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And also Ihe wild Scot o' Galloway, 
Sodgering gunpowder Blair.^ 

But we w-inna mention Redcastle,^ 
The body, e'en let him escape ! 

He'd venture the gallows for siller, 

An' 'twere na' the cost o' the rape. rop 

Then bey the chaste interest o' Bpoughton, 
And hey for the blessings 'twill bring ! 

It may send Balmaghie to the Commons, 
In Sodom, 'twould make hira a king. 

And hey for the sanctified Murray, 
Our land who wi' chapela has stored ; 

He foundered his horse among havlots, 
But gied the auld naig to the Lord, 
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I IttlSIIBY's LAMENTATION. 



JOHN BUSHBY'8 LAMENTATION. 

Tune— The Babes in lite Wood. 

After the election, ivhich was decided in Mr. 
Heron's favor, Bums could not resist the iempta- 
tion to raise a piean of triumph over the discomfited 
ear! and his factotum Bushby. 

'TwAS in the seventeen huoder year 

0' grace and ninety-five, 
That year I was the wae'cst man sa*i8Bt 

0' oiiy man alive. 

Ill March the three-and-twentieth morn, 
The sun raise clear and bright ; 

Bat oh I was a waefu' man 

Ere lo-fa' o' the night. nighi-foii 

Yerl Galloway lang did rule this land, 

Wi' equal right and fame, 
And thereto was his kinsman joined 

The Murray's noble name.' 
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Yerl Galloway lang did rule the land, 

Made me the judge o' strife ; 
But now Yerl Galloway's seepti-e's broke, 

And eke my hangman's knife.^ 

'Twas bj- the banks o' bonny Dee, 
Beside Kirkcudbright's towers. 

The Stewart and the Murray there 
Did muster, a' theii- powers. 

The Murray, on the auld gray yaud, i^^" 

Wi' mnged spurs did ride,^ 
That auld gray yaud, yea," Nidsdale rade, 

He staw upon Nidside. sicie 

An there had na been the yerl himsel', 

O there had been nae play ; 
But Garlies was to London gane, 

And sae the kye might stray. 



Earl Galloway's man o' men was I, 

And chief o' Bmughton's host; 
So twa hlind beggata on a string 

The faithfli' tyke will trust 
But now Earl Galloway's sceptre's brukc. 

And Broughton's wi' the slain, 
And I my ancient eralt may try, 
Sin' liones^ \s gane. 
2 An ohscure allusion to the lady with whom Muiray 
eloped — a raemher of the house of Johiisfon, wliosn 
known crest is a winged spur. 
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8 JOHN BUSHBY S LAMF.STATJON. [173 

And there h i> Btlmaghie I ween, 

III front nak he wid shine 
But Balm iThie had bettci been 

Drinking Madeira wine 

Frae the^ Glenken c\me to our aid, 

A chief o doughty deed 
In case that worth should Hinted be, 

O' li.eiimure we iiad need 

And by our bannere marched Muirhead, 

And Builtle uas na slack 
Whase haly pnestliiod nine can stain, 

For iiha ein dye the }\iik. 

And there sae giave Squue Cardoness, 

Looked on til! <i w is done 
Sae, in the lower o Cardoncii 

A howlpt its at noon o» 

And there led I the Buahbj <.ian, 

My gameiome billie "W ill b™an 

And nn eon Miithnd wiae is brave, 
My foofsfep'- followed atill 

The Douglas and the Heron a name 
We set nought to then score ; 

The Douglis and the Heron name 
Had felt oiii wuglt befoie 
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But Dou'h =ea o wp gl t hid wc 

Th*' pair o lusty laudf 
For Vuilding c«t hou'^ei sie famed 

And cliriitemng k<ulyaid 

And there Redcn-tle drew his snord, 
TLit ne er was stained wi gore 

Save on a wanderer lame and blind 
To drive him frae Ins dooi 



And U't came creeping C— 
"Was mill in fear Ihin iv 



Ae kna^e was con lint in hi? mind 
r keep that kna^e file = uth * 



THE DUMFRIES V0LUNTEEE8. 

TusE- — Push ab<mi ike Jot'Jitn. 

In the early part of 1795, two companies of voluti- 
teera were raised by I>iimfries, as ils quota towards 
the stationary troops which were found necessary at 
that crisis, whea the regular army was chiefly engaged 
in maintaining external warfare against France. 
Many a liberal wlw haJ incurred the wrath or sus- 
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picion of the government and its friends, was glad to 
enroll himself in these corps, in order to prove that he 
bore a sound heart towards his coaotry. Syme, Dr, 
Maxwell, and others of the Dumfries Whigs, took this 
step, and Burns also joined the corps, though, accord- 
ing t All C 1 am, not without opposition from 
som f th h ht Tories, who demurred about his 
politi 1 p Db The poet made a further and more 
publi dm tr ti of his sentiments about Gallic 
prop d SI byp ning this well-known song. 



Does haughty Gaul invasion threat? 

Then let the loons beware, sir ; 
There's wooden walls upon our seas. 

And volunteers on shoi'e, sir. 
The Nith shall ran to Corsincon,i 

And Criffel ^ sink in Solway, 
Ere we permit a foi-eign foe 

On British ground to rally ! 
Fall de rail, etc. 

Oh, let us not like snarling tykes 

In wrangling be divided ; 
Till, slap, come in an unco loon, Eir 

And wi' a rung decide it. biu 

Be Britain stiU to Britain trae, 

Among oursel's united ; 
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For never hat by British hands 
Maun British wrangs be righted. 
Fall de rail, etc. 

The kettle o' the Kirk and Slate, 

Perhaps a clout may fail in't; patch 

But deil a foreign tinkler loon 

Shall ever ca' a nail in't. inr^ 

Our fathers' bluid Ihe kettle bought, 

And wha ivad dare to spoil it, — 
By Heaven, the sacrilegious dog 

Shall ftiel be to boil it ! 
Fall de rail, etc. 

The wretch that wad a tyrant own, 

And the wretch his true-born brother, 
Wh' 'ould set the mob aboon the tknme, 

May they be damned together ! 
Who will not sing " God save the King," 

Shall hang as high's the steeple ; 
But while we sing " God save the King," 

We'll ne'er foi^et the People. 
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FOR THF. 12th Or APEIL. [1795. 



TOAST FOR THE I2th OF APRIL. 

In the same spmt and in inurb tbe same phiaie- 
olc^, was an epigram which Burns is said to have 
given forth at a featnp meeting to d-lihrato RoJnev's 
viUon of the 12th of April 

Insteid of a song, bo^-i, I'll give }<jn a l<ia-t — 

Here's the memory of tho>e on tlie twelfth that 
we lost' — 

That we lost, did I laj ■' my. by Heaven, that 
we found, 

For their fame it shall last while the world 
goes round. 

The next in succession, I'll give you — the 
King! 

Whoe'er would betray him, on high may he 
swing ; 

And here's the grand fabric, our free Constitu- 
tion, 

As built on the base of the great Revolution ! 

And longer with politics not to he crammed, 

Be Anarchy cursed, and be Tyranny damned; 

And who would to Liberty e'er prove disloyal. 

May his son be a hangman, and he his first 
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! YON TOWN ? 



OH, WAT YE WHA'S IN YON TOWN? 

TiiKE — IVe'U gang niie mnir to ywi Tvioa. 

The Lucy to whom this song was composed (or 
adapted) was Lucy Johnatoii, daughter of Wynne 
Johnston, Esq., of Hilton, and wife of Mr. Eiehard Os- 
wald of Aochineruive.a young Ayrshire gentleman of 
great wealth, then living near DumfrieB. Mrs. Oswald 
died of consumption in the filYh year of her marriage- 
It is curious that, when lately conunenced, Bums had 
assigned the name Jeanie to the heroine, apparently 
having a totally different person in his eye. We have 
seen that it was no unusual thing with him to shift the 
deyotion of verse firom one person to another, or to 
make one poem serve as a compliment to more than 
one individual. 

Oh, wat ye wha's in yon town, 

Ye see the e'eniii' sun upon? 
The fairest dame's in yon town, 

That e'en in' sun is shining on. 

Now haply down yon gay green shaw, wooa 
She wanders by yon spreading tree ; 

How blest ye flowers that round her blaw, 
Ye caich the glances o' her e'e ! 
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How blest ye birda that round her sing. 
And welcome in the blooming year ! 

And doubly welcome be the spring, 
The season to my Lucy dear. 

The sun blinks blilhe on yon town, gi« 
And on yon bonny braes of Ayr ; 

But my delight id yon town, 
And dearest bliss,* is Lucy fair. 

Without my loTe, not a' the charms 
O' Paradise could yield me joy ; 

But gie me Lucy in my arm?, 
And weleome Lapland's dreary sky ! 

My cave wad be a lover's bower, 
Though raging winter rent the air ; 

And she a lovely lilfle flower, 

That I wad tent and shelter there. t 

Ob, sweet is she in yon town. 

Ton sinkin' sun's gane down upon ; 

A fairer than's in yon town 

His setting beam ne'er shone upon. 

If angry fale is sworn my foe. 

And suffering I am doomed to bear, 

I careless quit aught else below, 

But spare me — spare me, Lucy dear! 

1- In origiDiil manuscript, '^joy-^' 
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EI. ;t7.] ADOlfESS TO 1 

For while life's dearest blood is warm, 
Ae thought frae her shall ne'er depart, 

And she- — as fairest is her fonn ! 
She has the truest, kindest heart ! 

April, ll^b d) 



ADDRESS TO THE WOODLARK. 

T( ^E — II Ub.n y in I r Ln I r vck Side. 

O MAi swept wirblin' woodlaik, tlay! 
Nor (juit ft I me lie trembling =piay ; 
A haple s lovei touria (hi la} 
Thj vootl ing fond compl iinmg 

Agdin again that tender pait, 
Thit I maj catch Ihj melting ait 
For surr-ly lliat wad touch her heart, 
Wha kills me 'ni diadaimng 

Sav w-io thy hitle mite unkmd 
And heaid thee ia the i^reless wind? 
Oh' nDcht but \m<- inl oirow joined, 
'>!(, note w could w luken 
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Thou tells o' never-ending care, 
0' speechless grief, and dark despair: 
For pity's sake, sweet bird, nae mair, 
Or ray poor heart is broken ! 



ON CHLORIS BEING ILL. 

TvsE — Aye Kalm' 0, 



Long, long the nigh I, 
Heavy comes the morrow, 

While my soul's delight 
Is on her bed of sorrow. 

Can I cease (o care? 

Can I cease to languish ? 
While my darling fair 

Is on the couch of anguish ? 

Every hope is fled, 
Every fear is terror ; 

Slumber even I dread ; 
Kvery dream is horror. 
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17-] THEIR GROVES O' SWEET MY 

Hear me, Powers divine ! 

Oh, in pitj" hear me .' 
Take aught else of mine, 

But my Chloris spare mt 



THEIR GIIOVES 0' SWEET MYRTLE. 

TvsE — mmnuis of Glen. 

Theik groves o' sweet myrtle let foreign lands 
reckon, 
Where bright-beaming Hummer.-i exalt the 

Far dearer to me yon lone glen o' green 

breckan, fem 

Wi' the burn stealing under the lang yellow 
broom. 

Far dearer to me are yon humble broom bow- 
ers, 
Where the blue-bell and gowan lurk wtiii daisy 

For there, lightly tripping amang the wild- 
flowers, 
A-listening tlie linnet, aft wanders my .Tean. 
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Though rich is the breeze in their gay sunny 
valleys, 
And cauld Caledonia's blast on the wave, 
Their sweet-scented woodUnds that skirt the 
proud palace, 
What are they ? — the haunt of the tyrant 
and slave ! 

The slave's spicy forests, anil gold-bubbling 
fountains, 
The brave Caledonian views ivi' disdain ; 
He wanders as free as the winds of his moun- 

Save Love's willing fetters — the chains o' 
his Jean! 



'TWAS NA HEK BONNY BLUE E'E WAS 
MT RUiN. 

TvKF. — Laddie, ik near me. 

'TwAS na her bonny blue e'e was my ruin; 
Fair though she be, that was ne'er my undo- 

'Twas the dear smile when naehody did mind us, 
'Twas the bewitching, sweet, stown glance o' sini™ 
kindness. 
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XI. ST.] UOW CRUEL ARE THE parents! 

Sail" do I fear that to hope is denied me 
Sair do I fear that despair maun abide n 
But though fell fortune should fate 

Queeu shall she be in. my bosom for cvei 



Mary, I'm thine wi' a passion 
And lliou hast plighted me 1 



And thou'rt the angel (hat never can alter ; 
Sooner the sun in his motion would falter. 



HOW CEUEL ARE THE PARENTS! 



Tune — ./oka Anderson, mj Jo. 

How cruel ai-e the parents 
Who riches only prize. 

And to the wealthy booby, 
Poor woman sacrifice ! 

Meanwhile, the hapless daughter 
Has but a choice of strife ; — 
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MAKK VONI'tR I'OMP. 

To slmii ii tyrant father's hate, 
Become a wretched wife. 

The ravening hawk pursuing. 

The trembling dove thus flies. 
To shun impelling ruin 

Awhile her pinions tries : 
Till of escape despairing, 

No shelter or retreat, 
She trusts the ruthless falconer. 

And drops beneath his feet. 



Mark jondei pomp of costly fishion 
Round tl e wealthy titled bride 

But when compared with leal passion, 
Poor 1 all that pimcely pride 
Whit ire the showy ti-etsures ' 
Vtii\t tre the noisy pleas ires ^ 

The gi) r.'J'U ly Jiie of Mnity ini art 
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The polished jeivpl's bliize 
May draw the wondering gaze, 
And courtly grandeur bright 
The fancy may delight, 
But never, never can come near the heart. 

But did you see my dearest Chloris, 

In simplicity's array ; 
Lovely as yonder sweet opening flower is, 

Shrinking from the gaze of day ; — 

Oh then, the heart alarming. 

And all resistless charrainf;. 
In Love's delightful fetters she t-hnins the wi 
ing soul ! 

Ambition would disown 

The world's imperial crown, 

Even Avarice would deny 

His worshipped deity. 
And feel through every vein Love's raptur 
roll. 
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FOKLOKN, MY X.OVE. 



FOELOKN, MY LOVE, NO COMFORT 
NEAR. 

Tune— ie( mc m this ne Night. 

FoELORN', my love, no comfort near, 

Far, far from thee, I wander here ; 

Far, far from thee, the fate severe 

At which I most repine, love. 

CaOKUS. 

Oh, wert thou, love, but near me, 
But near, near, near me, 
How kindly thou would^t clieer me, 
And mingle sighs with mine, love ! 

Around me scowls a wintry sky, 
That blasfa each bud of hope and joy ; 
And shelter, shade, nor home have I, 
Save in those arms of thine, love. 

Cold, altered Friendship's cruel part, 

To poison Fortune's ruthless dart — 

Let me not break thy faithful heart. 

And say that fate is mine, love. 
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But dreary thougli the moments fleet. 
Oh, let me think we yet shall meet ! 
That only ray of solace sweef 
Can on thy Cbloris shine, love. 



LAST MAY A BRAW WOOER. 

TuNF, — The Lothian Lassie. 

Last May a braw wooer earn down the lang 

gk., 

And sair wi' his love he did deave me ; deaftu 
I said there was naething I hated like men ; 
The deuce gae wi'm to believe me, believe 

The deuce gae wi'm to believe me I 

He spak o' the darts o" my bonny black e'en. 
And vowed for my love he was dying ; 

I said he might die when he liked for Jean ; 
The Lord tbrgie me for lying, for lying ; 
The Irf>rd forgie me foj- lying ! 

A «el!-atocked mail^n — himael' for the Smbi 

And marriage aff-hand, were his protfers ; 
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I never loot on that I kenned it, or cared, let 
But thought I might hae waur offers, waur worse 

offers ; 
But ihought I might hae waur offers. 

But what wad ye think ? ~ in a fortnight or 

Tlie deil tak his taste to gae near her ! 
He up the Gateslack to my hlairk cousin Bess, 
Guess ye how, the jad ! I could bear her, 

could bear her ; 
Guess ye how, the jad ! I could bear her ! 

But a' the uiest week as I fi'etted wi' care, next 
I gaed to the trystc o' Dalgarnock, ni»rtcot,fiiic 

And wha but my fine fickle lover was there ! 
1 glowred as I'd seen a warlock, a aiare* 

warlock ; 
I glowred as I'd seen a warlock. 

But owre my left shouther I gae him a blink, 
Lest neibors might say I was saudy ; 

My wooer he capered as he'd been in drink, 
And vowed I was his dear lassie, dear lassie ; 
And vowed I was his dear lassie ! 

I speered for my eouriin fu' coutiiy aaked — kindly 
ami siveet. 
Gin she had recovered lier hearin'. 
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And how my auld shoon fitted her 

shaclil't feet, distor 

Bu(, Heavens ! how he fel! a swearin'. 

But, Heavens ! how he fell a swearin'. 

He hegged, for guldsake, I wad be his wife, 
Or else I wad kill liiin wi' sorrow ; 

So e'en to preserve the poor body in life, 
I think I maun wed him to-morrow, to-mc 

I think I maun wed hiai to-morrow. 

Jtthj, 1795. 



WHY, WHY TELL THY LOVER. 

Tune — The Cakdoaiaa JIunt's Delight. 

Why, why tell thy lover, 

Bliss he never must enjoy ? 
Why, why undeceive him. 

And give all iiis hopes the lie ? 
O why, while fancy, raptured, slumbers, 

Cbloris, Chloris all the theme. 
Why, why wouldst thou cruel, 

?Vake ihy lover from hia dream ? 

J^!y, 1795. 
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O Tins IS NO MY AIN LASSIE. 

lunE — Ttii is m my aia ffoitse. 



THIS is no my ain lassie, 
Fair tliough tlie lassie be ; 

O wed ken I my aiu lassie, 
Kjud love is in her e'e,' 

I see a form, 1 see a face, 
Te weel may wi' the fairest place; 
It wants, to me, tiie witching grace. 
The kind love that's in her e'e. 

She's bonny, blooming, straight, and tall. 
And lang has had my heart in thrall ; 
And aye it charms my very saiil, 
The kind love that's in her e'e. 

A thief sae pawkie is my Jean, sir 

To steal a blink, by a' unseen ; 
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But gleg as light are lovers' e'en, 
When kind love is in the e'e. 

It may escape the courtly sparks, 
It may escape the learned clerks ; 
But weel the watehing lover marks 
The kind love that's in her e'e. 



Now '■pimg hi- ehd Ihe gro\f in } 

And strewed the ki wi' flowers, 
The furrowed waving corn is seen 

Rejoice 111 fostering showeia, 
"While ilka (hing in mture join 

Their aorrous to foiego, 
O why thus aU ^lone ^re mine 

The weirj '■fep'^ of wo' 

The trout withm ion wimphng 
Glides swift — a silver dart — 
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And safe beneath the shady thorn 

Defies the angler's art. 
My life was aiiee that careless stream, 

That wanton trout was I ; 
But love, wi' unrelenting beam, 

Has scorched my fountains dry. 

The little floweret's peaceful lot, 

Iq yonder cliff that grows, 
"Which, save the linnet's fliglit, I wot, 

Nae ruder visit knows, 
Was mine ; till love has o'er me past, 

And blighted a' my bloom. 
And now beneath the withering blast 

My youth and joy consume. 

The wakened laverock warbling springs. 

And climbs the early sky, 
Winnowing blithe her dewy wings 

In morning's rosy eye. 
As little recked I sorrow's power, 

Until the flowery snare 
0' witching love, in luckless hour, 

Made me the tbrall o' care. 

O had my fate been Greenland snows. 

Or Afric's burning zone, 
Wi' man and nature leagued my foes. 

So Feggy ne'er I'd known ! 
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The wretch nha-e doom is, "hope nae i 
What tongue his woe', ctii tell' 

Williin whase bo^om, 'ia\e cl««pdii, 
Nae kiiiilti -pint-, d«pll ' 



BOSNr WAS YON ROSY BRIER, 

" Written on the blank leaf of a eopy of the last 
edition of my Poems, presented lo the lady whom, in 
so many fictitious reveries of passion, but with the 
most ardent sentiments of real friendship, I have so 
often sung ulider the name of Cliloris." — Burns to 
Mr. Thomson, August, 17So. 

BOSNY ivaa yon rosy brier 

That blooms sae far frae haunt o' man ; 
And bonny she, and ah! how dear! 

It shaded frae the e'enin' son. 

Ton rose-buds in the morning dew, 
. How pure amang the leaves sae green ! 
But purer was the lover's tow 

They witnessed in their shade yestreen. 

All in its rude and prickly bower, 

That crimson rose, how aweet and feir ! 
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Bul love is far a sweeler flower 
Amid life's tborny path o' care. 

Tlie patlileBS wild and wimpliiig burn, wit 
Wi' Chloris in my arms, be mine; 

And I the world, nor wish, nor scorn, 
Its joys and griefs alike resign. 



INSCRIPTION 



Assigned by Dr. Currie to the summer of 1795. 

Thot: of an independent mind. 

With soul re.soived, with soul resigned ; 

Prepared Power's proudest frown to brave, 

Wlio wilt not be, nor have a slave ; 

Virtue alone who dost revere, 

Thy own reproach alone dost fear, — 

Approach this shrine, and worship here ! 
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THE DUKE OF QUEENSI5EKRY. 

Allusion baa several times been made to the Duke 
of Queonaberry, as a personage held in hatred by the 
poet. The two following stanzas were probably a part 
of the election-ballad of 1790, but omitted from the 
copy sent by the author tflMr. Graham. 

How shall I sing Druralaiirig's Gruye — 
Discarded remnant of a race 

Once great in martial stovy ? 
His forbears' virtues all contrasted- — auMsims 
The very name of Douglas blasted — 

His that inverted glory. 

Hate, envy, ofl the Douglas bore j 
But he has superadded more, 

And sunk them in contempt ; 
Follies and crimes have stained the name, 
But, QueensberiT, thine the virgin claim, 

From aught that's good exempt. 
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WOODS Oif DRUMLANKIG. 



VKRSES ON THE DESTRUCllON OF THE 

WOODS SEAE URUMLAXRIG. 

Tn 1796, tho Duke of Queensberry stripped his 
domains of Drumlanrig, in Dumfriesshire, and Neid- 
path, ill Peeblesshire, of all the wooil fit for being cut, 
in order lo furnish a dowry for the Countess of Xai^ 
mouth, whom he supposed to be hia daughter, and to 
■whom, by a singular piece of good-fortune on her part, 
Mr. Geoi^e Selwj-n, the celebrated wit, also loft a for- 
tune, under the same (probably equally mistaken) im- 
pression. It fell to Iho lot of Wordsworth to avenge 
on the "degenerate Douglas" his leaving old NeJdpath 
so " beggared and outrt^ed." The vindication of na- 
ture in the case of Drumlanrig became a pleasing 
duty to Burns. In one of his rides, he inscribed the 
following verses on the back of a window-shutter in an 
inn or toll-house near the scene of the devastations. 

As on the baiiko o' wandenng Nith, 

At '-miling simmer-mom I strajed. 
And traced its bonny howes and haughs,^ hoiiowa 

Where IinCifs =aiig and lambkins phyed IiddbM 
I sat me down upon a ctaig. 

And drank mj fill o' tancy's dream , 
When, fiom the eddjing deep belon, 

Uprose the geniUH of the stream, 

iLiK laiid» on the mnpii )1 a riMr (thf Nci^ Ei gland 
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Dai'k, like tbe frowning rock, his brow, 

And troubled, like his wintry wave, 
And deep, &s siighs the tioding wind Boughs 

Amang his eaves, tlie sigh he gave : — 
"And came ye here, my son," he cried, 

" To wander in my birken shade ? 
To mtise some favourite Scottish them<i. 

Or sing some favourite Scottish maid. 

" There was a time, it's nae lang syne, 

Te might liae seen me in my pride. 
When a' my hanks sae bravely saw 

Their woody pictures in my tide ; 
When hanging beech and spreading elm 

Shaded my stream sae clear and cool, 
And stalely oaks their twisted arms 

Threw broad and dark across the pool ; 

" When glinting, through the trees, appeared 

The wee white cot aboon the mill, 
And peacefu' rose its ingle reck, chimney smoke 

That slowly curled up the bill. 
But now the cot is bare and cauld, 

Its branehy shelter's lost and gane, 
And scarce a stinted birk is left 

To shiver in the blast its lane." eione 

"Alas!" said I, "what ruefu' chance 

Has twined ye o' your stately trees ? deprived 
Has laid your rocky bosom bare? 
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Ha'i Stripped Ihe deeding o' jour bratis ? clot 
Was it the bitler eastern blast, 

That scatters bUght in early spring ? 
Or was't the wil'fire scorched their boughs, 

Or tanker-worm wi" secret sting ? " 

" Nae eaatlin blast," the sprite replied ; 

" It blew na here sae fierce and fell ; 
And on my dry and haleaorae banks 

Nae caiiker-worms get leave to dwell : 
Man ! cruel man ! " the genius sighed. 

As through the cliffs he sank him down, 
" The wonn that gnawed my bonnj trees, 

That reptile weai-s a ducal crown." ^ 



Still anxious to secure your partial favour, 
And not less anxious, sure, this night, than erer, 

1 This pi«ce was printed, probably for the first lime, in a 
privfltB book, enlitled Origmal Poems on Several Occasiona, 2 
Tola., Greenock, 1817, being chiefly the production of Collec- 
tor Dunlop of that town, nnd only ten copies being printed, to 
be given Id friends. 

a December 4, 1T9B. 
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A Prologue, Epilogue, or some such matter, 
'Twould vamp my liiil, said I, if nothing better; 
So sought a Poet, rooated near the skie'i, 
Told him I came to feast my curious eyes ; 
Said, nothing like his works was ever printed; 
And last, my Prologue-business slily hinted. 
" Ma'am, let me tell you," quoth my man of 

" I know your bent — these are no laughing 

CaQ you — but. Miss, I own I have my fears — 
Dissolve in pause and sentimental tears, 
With laden sighs, and solemn-rounded sentence ; 
Bouse from his sluggish slumbers fell Repent- 



Paint Vengeance as he takes his horrid stand, 
Waving on high the desolating brand, 
Calhng the storms to bear him o'er a guilty 
land ? " 

I could no more — askance the creature eyeing, 
D'ye think, said I, this fece was made for cry- 
ing? 
ni laugh, that's poz — nay, more, the world 

shall know it; 
And so, your servant, gloomy Master Poet I 
Firm as my creed, Sirs, 'lis my fixed belief, 
That Misery's another word for Grief; 
I also think — so may I be a bride! 
That so much laughter, so much life enjoyed. 
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Thou man of crazy c 

Still under bleak Misfortune's 

Doomed to that sorest task of man alive — 

To make three guineas do the work of five ; 

Laugh in Misfortune's face — the beldam witch ! 

Say, you'll be merry, though you can't be rich, 

Thoii other man of care, the wretch in love, 

Who long with jiltish arts and airs hast strove ; 

Who, aa the boughs all lempfingly project, 

Measur'st in desperate thought — a rope — thy 

Or, where the beetling cliff o'erhangs the deep, 
Peerest to meditate the healing leap : 
Wouldst thou be cured, thou silly, moping elf! 
Laugh at her follies — laugh e'en at thyself: 
Learn to despise those frowns now so terrific. 
And love a kinder — that's your grand specific, 

To sum up all, be merry, I advise, 

And as we're merry, may we still be wise. 
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TO COLLECTOR MITCHELL. 

It vraa probably at the end of the year that the poet 
addressed a short unceremonious rhymed opistle to 
worthy Collector Mitchell, alluding to a want of ready 
money, which he desired his friend to remedy by the 
temporary advance of a guinea, and also speaking of 
his illness as leaving him with resolutions of more 
careful conduct in future. 

Friend of the Poet, tried and Jeal, 
Wha, wanting thee, might beg or steal; 
Alake. alake, the meikle deil 

Wi' a' his witches 
Are at it. skelpin' jig and reel, fooUn,- briskly 

In my poor pouches ! 

I modestly fu' fain wad hint it. 

That one-pound-one, I sairly want it ; 

If wi' the Lizzie down ye sent it, BerrsDt-pri 

It would be kind ; 
And while ray heart wi' life-blood dunted, thmbiiod 

I'd bear't in mind. 

So may the auld year gang out moaning 
To see the new come iaden, groaning, 
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Wi' double plenty o'er the ioanin,^ 

To thee and thine ; 
Domestic peace and comforts crowning 

The hale design. 



Ye've heard this while how I've been licket, 
And by fell death was nearly nicket , cut oS 

Grim loon ! he got me by the fecket, wubicoui 

And sair me sheuk ; 
But by guid-luck I lap a wicket, 

And turned a neuk. 

But by that health, I'^e got a share o't, 
And by that life, Pm promi'-ed muir o't, 
My hale and weel Til lak a care o'l, 

A teiitier way; mow heedful 

Then farewell folly, hide and hair o't, 

For ance and aye! 

homestead, left uncultivated for the sake of djiving (he cattle 
homewards. Here the cow3 ate treguently milked. 
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titade, aad cherishing such humors and dispasitions as 
directly tend to overtum the law resolve I at the 
approaching annual election lo the deanship to op- 
pose Mr. Erskine's reappointment On the 12th of 
January, 179ii, the etettioti took place when Mr 
Dundas, the Lord Adiocate was preferred to honest 
Harry by a majority of 1^3 ajainst 38 votes. It was 
not likely that Burns would hear of the dCj^ridation 
of his friend and ancient patron with tranquil feelings. 
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or remain quite silent on the oecaaion. He privately 
c-irculated the following effusion referring to the con- 



I>IRE waa the hate at old Harlaw, 

That Scot to Scot did carry ; 
And dire the discord Langside saw, 

For heauteons hapless Mary ; 
But Scot with Scot ne'er met so hot, 

Or were more in fury seen, Sir, 
Than 'twixt Hal and Bob for the famous job — 

Who should be Faculty's Dean, Sir. 

This Hal for genius, wit, and lore, 

Among the first was numbered ; 
But pious Bob, 'mid learning's store, 

Commandment tenth remembered. 
Yet simple Bob the victory got. 

And won his heart's desire ; 
"Which shews that Heaven can boil the pot. 

Though the devil — in the fire. 

Squire Hal besides had in this ease 

Pretensions rather brassy, 
For talents to deserve a place 

Are qualifications saucy ; 
So their worships of the Faculty, 

Quite sick of merit's rudeness, 
Chose one who should owe it all, d'ye see, 

To their gratis grace and goodness. 



H.*. I, Google 



ET. 38.] 

A3 once on Pisgah purged was the sigbt 

Of a son of Circumcision, 
So may be, on this Pi?gah height, 

Bob's purblind, mental vision ; 
Nay, Bobby's mouth may be opened yet, 

Till for eloquence you hail him, 
And swear he has the Angel met 

That met the Ass of Balaam. 

In your heretic sins may you live and die, 

Ye hei-etic Eight-and-Thirty ! 
But accept, ye sublime majority, 

My congratulations hearty ! 
With your Honours and a certain King, 

In your servants this is striking, — 
The more incapacity they bring, 

The more they're to your liking. 



TO COLONEL DE PETSTER. 

Early in the month of January, when his health 
was in the course of improvement, Burns tarried to a 
late hour at a jovial party in the Globe Tavern. 
Before returning home, he unluckily remained for 
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some time in the open air, and, overpowered by t!ie 
effects of the liquor he had drank, fell asleep. In 
these circumstances and in the peculiar condition to 
which a severe medtcmc had reduced bis constitution, 
a fatal chill penetrated to his bones : he reached home 
with the seeds of a rheamatic fever already in poases- 
rion of his weakened frame. In this little aecident, 
and not in the pressure of poverty or disrepute, or 
wounded feelings or a broken heart, truly lay the de- 
termining cause of the sadly shortened days of this 
great poet. 

The coBunander of the Dumfries Volunteer Corps 
having sent to make inquiries after his health. Bums 
replied in rhyme. 



Mr honoured colonei, deep I feel 
Tour interest in the poet's weal: 
Ah ! now sma' heart hae I to speel ciimi 

The steep Parnassus, 
Surrounded thus by bolus pill, 

And potion glasses. 

O what a canty warld were if, meri] 

Would pain and care and sickness spare it ; 
And fortune favour worth and merit. 

As they deserve ! 
And aye a rowth roast-beef and claret ; picnt; 
Syne, wha wad starve? ThcT 

Dame Life, though fiction out may trick her. 
And in paste gems and frippery deck her — 



H.*. I, Google 



oil ! fliLkering feeble ind un icker i 

l\e found her till 

Aye w^^eiing like tlie wdlow wi kei 
Tween goctd and )!1 

Then that curst Carmagiwle auU SiUn, 
Watches like haudtons by a nit'i) 
Our sinfu 'laul to git a claut on 

Wi telon itL 
Syne, whif . hu tail jell neer ca.t .aut 

He's atr like fire. 

Ah Nick ! ah Nick ! it is na fair, 
First shewing us the tempting ware, 
Bright wines and bonny lasses rare. 

To put us dafl ; 
Syne weave, unseen, thy spider snare 

0' hell's damned waft. 

Poor man, the flee, aft bizzes by, 
And aft, as chance he comes thee nigh. 
Thy auld damned elbow yeuks wi' joy. 

And hellish pleasure ; 
Already in thy fancy's eye. 

Thy sicker treasure ! 

Soon, heels-o'er-gowdie ! in he gangs, ii«i3- 
And like a sheep-head on a tangs. 
Thy girning laugh enjoys his jmngs 
And murdering wrestle, 
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As, dangliug in Ihe wind, he hangs 
A gibbet's tassel. 

But lest you think I am uncivil, 

To plague you with this draunting drivel, 

Abjuring a' intentions evil, 

I quat my pen ; 
The Lord preserve us frae the devil! 

Amen I Amen ! 



HEY FOR A LAbS WI \ TOCHER. 



Awa' wi' your witchcraft o beauty's alarms, 
ITie slender bit beauty you graip in your arms : 
gie me Ihe lass thdt has ai.re^ o' charms, 
gie me the lass wi the weel stockit farms! 



I hey for a lass wi' a tocher, then hey 
for a lass wi' a tocher ; a-mee 

I hey for a lass wi' a tocher — the nice 
yellow guineas for me. 
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Your beauty's a flower, in the morning that 

blows, 
And withers the faster the faster it grows. 
But the r;ipturous charm o' the bonny green 

knowes, 
Ilk spring they're new deckit wi' bonny white 

And e'en when this beauty your bosom has blest, 
The brightest o' beauty may cloy, when possest ; 
But the sweet yellow darlings wi' Geordie ini- 

The langer ye hae them, the mair they're carest. 

Febnim-y, 1T96. 



JESST. 

" I once menljoned to you an air which 1 have long 
admired — Here's a Health to (hem Ihafs awa', Hiney, 
but I fai^et if you took any notice of it. I have juat 
been trying to suit it with verses, and I beg leave to 
recommend the air to your attention once more. 1 
have only begun it." — Burns to Mr. Thomson., about 
May 17, 1796. 

Jessy Lewars was a friend of Mrs. Burns, who acted 
the part of a ministering angel in the poet's house d«r- 
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ing the whole of this dismal period of distresa. It is 
curious to find him, even in his present melancholy 
circumstances, imagining himself as the lover of his 
wife's kind-hearted young friend, as if the position of 
the mistress were the most exalted in which his fanoy 
could place any woman he admired, or towards whom 
he felt gratitude. 

CHORUS. 

Here's b, health lo ane I lo'e dear! 
Here's a health to ane I lo'e dear ! 
Thou art sweet as the smile when fond lovers 

And soft as their parting tear — Jessy! 

Although thou maun never be mine, 

Although even hope is denied, 
'Tb sweeter for thee despairing, 

Than aught in the world beside — Jessy I 

I mourn through the gay, gaudy day, 
As, hopeless, I muse on thy charmg. 

But welcome the dream o' sweet slumber. 
For then I am lock't in thy arms — Jessy ! 

T guess by the dear angel smile, 
I guess by the love-rolling e'e — 

But why urge the tender confession, 

'Gainst fortune's fell cruel decree — Jessy! 
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OH, WERT TIIOU IN THE CAULD BLAST. 

The foregoing was not, however, the only strain of 
fancied love which Burns addressed to Jessy Lewars. 
The lady relates that one morning she had a call from 
the poet, when he offered, if she would play him any 
tune of which she was fond, and for which she desired 
new verses, lo gratify her in her wish to the btst of his 
ahility. She played over several time^ the air of an 
old song heginning — 

" The rohin cam' to the wren's ne'^t." 

As soon a"! hig ear got accustomed to the melody, 
Bums sal down, and in a very few rninutea he pro- 
duced this beautiful song. 

Oh, wert thou in the cauM bJait 

On j-onder lea, on yonilcr lea. 
My plaidie to the angry airl, qoarier 

I'd shelter thee, I'd shelter thee 1 
Or did Misfortune's bitter slorras 

Around thee blaw, around thee blaw. 
Thy bield should be my bo=orn, protection 

To share it a', to share it a' ! 

Or were I in the wildest wa=te, 

Sae black and bare, sae black and bare, 
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The desert were a paradise, 

If thou wert there, if thou wert there ! 
Or were I monarch o' the globe, 

Wi' fhee lo reign, wi' thee to reign, 
The brightest jewel in my crown 

Wad be my queen, wad he my queen ! 



AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG. 



Parliament being dissolved in Mij, there iro^e a 
new contest for the Stewartry of Kirkcurlbnght Mr 
Heron was opposeil on this occasion by the Hon Mo^^ 
gomery Stewart, a younger son of the Earl of Gallo- 
way. Burns, reduced in health as he was — confined, 
indeed, lo a sick-chamber — eonld not remain an un- 
concerned on-looker. He prodmed a ballad more 
bitter against Mr. Heron's opponenfs than any 
launched on the former occasion Tliere is a set of 
Vibrant traffickers in Scotland, somewhat superior to 
peddlers, and called Troggern. Thei deal in clothes 
and miscellaneous articles, and their wares are retog- 
nized under the general name of Troygai, Burns 
conceived a trogger, with the characters of the Gal- 
loway party for a slock. 

Wha will buy my troggin, 
Fine election ware ; 
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Broken trade o' Broughton, 
A' in higli repair. 
Buy braw troggin, 

Frae tlie banks o' Dee ; 
Wha wants (roggia 
Let him tome to me ! 

There's a noble earl's 

Fame and high renown,^ 
For an auld sang — 

It's thought the guids iverc stowii. atoit 
Buy braw troggin, etc. 

Here's the worth o' Broughton,'^ 

In a needle's e'e ; 
Here's a reputation 

Tint by Balniaghie." lo 

Buy braw troggin, etc. 

Here's its stuff and lining, 

Cardoness's head;^ 
Fine for a sodger, 

A' the wale o' lead, ■ihoi. 

Buy braw troggin, etc- 

Here's a little wadset, moHgai 

Buittle's scrap o' truth,^ 

t The Earl of Galloway. S Mr. Murray, of Broughton. 
' Gordon, of Balmaghie. * Gordon, of Cardoness. 
i Rev. George llaxwell, minister of Buittle. 
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Pawned in a giti-shop, 
Quenching lioiy di'oul 
Buy braw Iroggin, 



Here's an bonest c 

Might a prince adorn ; 
Frae the downs o' Tinwald — 



iai bearings, 
Frae the manse o' Urr; 
The crest, a sour crab-ap|de. 
Rotten at the core.^ 
Buy braw troggin, etc 

Here is Satan's picture, 

Like a bizzard gled, buiiard— wie 

Pouncing poor Bedcastle,^ 

Sprawlin' as a laed. t^ad 

Buy braw troggin, etc. 

Here's the font where Douglas 
Stane and mortar names ; 

I A bitler allusion to Mr. Bualiby. 

3 This appears to hnve been retaliation for an fpignun 
launched bj tbe Eev. Mr. Muirhead aguniit Bums afler the 
eleciion of last year. 

3 Walter Sloan Lawrie, of RedcaBtle. 
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Lately used at C[ailj] 

Christening ]U[urraj''s3 crimes 
Buy braw troggin. etc. 

Here's the wortti and wisdom 
Colliesloii ciin boast ; ' 

By a thievish midge 

They had been nearly lost. 
Buy braw troggin, etc. 

Here is Murray's fragments 
0' the ten commands, 

Gifted by blaclt Jock, 

To gel them afF his hands. 
Buy braw troggin, etc. 

Saw ye e'er sic troggin? 

If lo buy ye're slacli, 

Homie's turnin' chapman — 

He'll buy a' the pack. 

Buy braw troggin 

Frae the banks o' Dee ; 
Wha wants troggin 
Let him come to me ! 

I Copland, of Colliwfon. 
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VERSKS ON Mid 



EPIGRAMS ON MISS LEWAUS. 

Dr. Currie says, " The aonse of his poverty, and of 
the approaching distress of his infant family, pressed 
heavily on Burns aa he lay on the bed of death ; yet 
he alluded to liis indigence, at times, with something ap- 
proathing to his wonted gayety. ' What business,' said 
he to Dr. Maxwell, who attended him with the utmost 
zeal, ' has a physician to waste bis lime on me ? 1 am 
a poor pigeon not worth plucking. Alas ! I have not 
feathers enough upon me to carry me to my grave.'" 
In even a gayer spirit, he wodcl sometimes scribble 
verses of compliment to aweet young Jessy Lewara, 
as she tripped about on her missions of gentle charity 
from Iialt to kitchen and from kitchen to hall. His 
surgeon, Mr. Brown, one day brought in a long sheet, 
containingthe particulars of amenagerie of wild beasts 
whifh he had just been visiting. As Mr. Brown was 
handing the sheet to Miss T^wars, Bums seized it, 
and wrote upon it a couple of versos with red chalk ; 
attor which he handed it to Miss Lewars, saying that 
it was now fit to be presented to a lady. 

Talk not to me of saTnges 

From Afric's burning sun; 
No savage e'er could rend my heart, 

As, Jessy, thou hasi done. 
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But Jessy's lovely hand in mine, 

A mulual faith to plight, 
Not even to view the litavenly uhoir 

Would be ,'o ble=t a si<rht. 



On anotiier occasion, while Miss Leivars was wait- 
ing upon him in his Biek-uhamber, he took up a crystal 
goblet tontaining wine and water, and after writing 
upon it the following verses, in the character of a 
ToasI, preaented it to her. 



Fill me with the rosy wine, 
Call a (oast — a loait dump. 
Give (he poet's darling flame, 
Lovely Jessy be the name , 
Then thou maje>t fieelj boast 
Tliou hiist given a peerless (oast. 

At this (ime of trouble, on Mias Lewars complaining 
of indisposition, he said, to provide lor the worst, he 
would write her epitaph. He accordingly inscribed 
the following on another goblet, sayings " That wiil 
be a companion to the Toast." 

Say, sages, what's the charm on earth 
Can turn Death's dart aside ? 

It is not purity and worth, — 
Else Jessy had not died. 
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" There is a poetic reason for it," and wrote the fol- 

But rarely seen since Nature's birth, 

The natives of the sky ; 
Tel still one seraph's left on earth,— 

For Jessy, did not die,^ 



FAIREST MAID ON DEVON BANKS. 

Tlnk — Rorte urcftie 

At this cnsii a "id etrokt, fell upon Burni in the 
form of a letter from a Dumfiies solititor, urging 
paimunt ot an account (now ascertained to have 
amounted to £7 4s) due or overdue to a draper for 
his lolunteer iinitorm It was f^eneiaily believed of 
this tradesman bi bis eontemporanei that he would 
neiei have harassed tlie poor poet for the debt. In 
(Scotland however a letter Iroiii a writer is generally 
regarded as a menacing step on the part of a cred- 
itor; and so did it appear on the jiresent occasion 
to Bums, whose mind was too gloomy and excitable 
to take calm liews on any such matter. 

Under these circumstances, Burns thus wrote to Mr. 
Thomson : — 

' The amiable Jessy l.ewars, by marriage Mrs. James 
Tlioinson, spent the whole of her life in Diinifrica, and died 
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After all m^ boastel ndependente cu--tNeces 
B tj compels me to mjloie joi ior fiie poind' A 
cruul SLOunJivl of a habe dasher to wl oin I o"t an 
a count taking it into his hetd that I am dting haa 
(Ojnmen(-cd a process and will inlallibh put me into 
]ail Do for God stake send me that buqi and that 
bj return of post Foi^ne me this eariiestnca but 
the ! orrors ot a jail have made me half distracted 
I do not ask all this gratuitouilj ibr upon return 
ing health I hei-ebj promise and engage to furmsh 
jou with file pounds worth of the neatest song 
genius JOU have seen 1 tried mj hand on Rothe 
jniirclae this mornini The measure is oo difficult, 
that it IS impO'4'4]blL to infusi, mu h genius into the 
lies —UlhJuly nab 

To think of Bums compos ng love vcr es n these 
(irtiimstant.e3 It was to happv lajs spent on the 
banks of the Deion during the short blaze of his 
fame ind to Charlotte Hamilton and her joithful 
loiehness that h b minii reiertcd at th s gloomy Imie 



Fairest maid on Devon banks ; 

Crystal Devon, winding Devon, 
Wilt thou lay that frown aside, 

And smile as thou wcrt wont to do? 

Full well thou know'st 1 love thee dear; 
Couldst thou to malice lend an ear ? 
Oh, did not love exclaim, " Forbear, 
Nor use a faithful lover so ? " 
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Then come, thott fairest of the fair, 
Those wonted smiles, oh, let mo share. 
And by thy beauteous self I swear, 
No love but thine my heart shall know ! 
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SONGS, 

OF WHICH THE DATE IS NOT KXOWN. 



CALEDONIA. 

Tune— Caieihnion Hunt's Delighl. 

There was once a day — l)ut old Time then 

That brave Caledonia, the chief of her line, 
From some of your northern deities sprung; 

(Who knows not tiiat brave Caledonia's di- 
vine?) 
From Tweed to the Orcades was her domain, 

To hunt, or to pasture, or do what she would : 
Her heavenly relations there fixed her reign, 

And pledged her their godheads to warrant 

A lambkin in peace, but a lion in war. 

The pride of her kindred the heroine grew : 
Her grandsire, old Odin, triumphanfly swore. 

" Whoe'er shall pi-ovoke thee, the 
shall rue!" 
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With tillage or pasture at times she would sport. 
To feed her fair flocks by her green rustling 

But chiefly the woods were her fav'rit« resort, 
Her darling amusemeut the hounds and the 

Long quiet she reigned, till thitherward steers 

A flight of bold eagles from Adria's strand; 
Eepealed, successive, lor many long years, 

Tliey darkened the air, and they plundered 
the land: 
Their pounces were murder, and terror their cry, 

They'd conquered and ruined a world beside; 
She took to lier hills, and her arrows let fly — 

The daring invaders they fled or they died. 

The fell harpy-raven took wing from the north, 
The scourge of the seas, and the dread of the 

The wild Scandinavian hoar issued forth 
To wanton in carnage, and wallow in gore : 

O'er countries and kingdoms their fiiry prevailed. 
No arts could appease them, no arms could 

But brave Caledonia in vain they assailed, 
As Largs well can witness, and Loncartie tell. 

The Cam el eon-savage disturbed her repose. 
With tumult, disquiet, rebellion, and strife ; 
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Provoked beyond bearing, at last she arose. 
And robbed bim at once of bis hopes and 
his life. 
Tlie Anglian lion, the terror of France, 

Oft prowling, ensanguined the Tweed's silver 
flood ; 
But, taught by tbe bright Caledonian lance, 
He learned to fear in his own native wood. 

Thus bold, independent, unconquered, and free, 

Her bright course of glory for ever shall run ; 
For brave Caledonia immortal must be ; 

FlI prove it from Euclid as clear as the sun: 
Sect angle-triangle the figure we'll choose, 

The upright is Chance, and old Time is the 
base; 
But brave Caledonia's the hypothenuse ; 

Then ergo, she'll roalch them, and match tliem 
always. 
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O WHA IS SHE THAT LO'ES ME? 

WHA. is ihp that lo'es me, 

And has my heart a-keeping? 
O sweet is she that lo'es me, 
As dews o' simmer weeping, 
In tears tlie rose-buds steeping ! 
that's the lassie o' my heart, 

My lassie ever dearer; 
ihal's the queen o' womankind, 
And ne'er a ano to peer hvr ! 

If thou shalt meet a lassie 

In grace and beauty charming, 

That e'en thy chosen lassie, 

Erewhile Ihy breast sae wanning. 
Had ne'er sie pom era alarming; 
that's the lassie, etc. 

If thou had^t ht-ard her talking, 

And thy attentions plighted. 
That ilka body talking, 

But her by thee is slighted, 

And ihou art ail delighted ; 
that's the lassie, etc. 
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If iliou liast met tliia fair one, 

When frae ber thoa hast parted, 
If every otber fair one, 

But her, thou hast deserted, 
And thou art broken-heartad ; 
that's the lassie o' my heart. 

My iaasie ever dearer ; 
that's the queen o' womankind, 
And ne'er a ane to peer her I 
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VERSICLES OF BURNS. 



Burns wa? mu h arl lick 1 fhrough lifp to the 
enuntiatinii of impromptu VLrscs in the fonn of epi 
grams and epitaphs generally of a s^tini character 
Having provided hitnsell in Edinburgh with a dia 
mond suitable for writing on gla*s he oilen scrib- 
bled thsoe ha.tj product ons on the wimiow= ol inns 
and taverns, thu= grafifjing the whim of the moment 
loo often at the expensp of pruilente and self 
lespetL Dr Curne remark* that tbt tpgiamg of 
Burns arc Btrikin^H inftrior to bii other writinj^s, 
and lew will be inclined to disaent Irom the opinion 
Tht* often indeed are totalij without point, bo that 
one wonderg how tlioj should ba^e e^ev been com 
mitted (o writing much more th-it so man; of them 
should have been printed b> the author Moat of 
these versicles aie here grouped together, with such 
prose annotation as seems nei-essary to illu trate them 
and give them iignificanL} ' 

1 He shewed great conLcm about the care of his literary 
feme and patticularlv the piiMi atinn of his posthumous 
works He <aid he was well awoie that his death would oc- 
casion some iioioe, and that everj scrap of his writing would 
be revived against him to the injuiy of his future reputation: 
th«t letters and verses writleu with unguarded and improper 



H.*. I, Google 



EPITAPH FOR GAVIN HAMILTON. 

The poor man weeps — here Gavin sleeps, 
Whom canting wretches blamed : 

But with such as he, where'er he be, 
May I he saved or damned ! 



EPITAPH FOR ROBERT AIKEN, Esq. 

Know thou, stranger to the fiime 
Of this much-loved, much-lionoured name ! 
(For none that linew him need be told) 
A warmer Iieart Death ne'er made cold. 

freedom, and which h« sanieBtly nished to have buried in 
oblivion, would be handed about by idle vanity or malevo- 
lence, wheo no dread of his roRentment would reEtrain them, 
ot prevent the oensares of ehrill-tongued malice, or the insid- 
ious aarcaemB of envy, Irora pouring forth all their venom to 
blast his tkme. 

" He lamented that he had ivritten many epi^ams on pe> 
gone against whom he entertained no enmity, and whose char- 
acters he should be sorry to wound; and many indiiferent 
poeUcKl pieces, which he feared would now, with all their im- 
perfections on their head, be thmst upon the world. On this 
account, he deeply regretted having deferred to put his 

pable of the exertion." — Harm's latt conversation tcilh Mrt. 
Riddel 
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TERSICLES. 



Here sonter Hood in death does sleep ~ 
To hell, if he's gane (hither, 

Satan, gie him thy gear to keep, u 

He'll baud it weel thegither. 



ON WEE JOHNNY.i 



Whoe'er thou art, reader, know 
That Death has murdered Johnny! 

And here his hody lies fti' low — 
For sau! he ne'er had ony,* 

1 Mr. John Wilson, the printer of his Poenis at Kilmarnock. 

2 In a rare old work, Ifuga Vinafes, lira Thfiaumi ridendi 
ajoccai^, etc., bearing date 1663, but nu place or publisher's 
lamf, tbere ia a I-alin epigram turning upon esaetly the 



Oh Deus c 




«rcre Jcannis, 


Q«™ mo 


T^ proiveni^ns non sir 
Italia est, habet int<» 


lit esse hovem 
itina Brabantu 


Ast anim. 


am nemo; cur? quia 


non habuil." 
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ON A NOISY POLEMIC. 

Among Burns'e acquaintance at Mauclilme was a 
mason named James Humphry, who, if deyoid of the 
genius of the poet, at least possessed equal flow of 
language, and a scarcely less remarkable gift for the- 
ological controversy. Burns and he bad had many- 
collisions on the subject of New Light, and it appears 
that the mason entertained somewhat strong viewa 
both as to [he bard's heterodoxy and his morals. 

Below thir stanes lie Jamie's banes; 

O Deatb, it's my opinion, 
Thou ne'er look such a blelh'rin' bitch pti^ng 

Into thy dark Jomiiiioii ! 



EPITAPH ON A HEN-PECKED COUNTRY 
SQUIRE. 

As Father Adam first was fooled, 
(A case that's still too common) 

Here lies a man a woman ruled : — 
The devil ruled the woman. 
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KFIGRAM ON SAID OCCASION. 

Death hid t Ihou but spued his lifi 

Whom we this day lament 
We fieely nal evchans d tl l Wife, 

An I 1 been wed ititcnt 

E'en as he n cauld m his graff 

The swap »e yet %mI1 dot 
Tak thou ihe carlmes earcnis aff 

Thcu e gel the anl to boot 



ANOTHER. 

One Queen Artemisia, as old stories lell. 
When deprived of her husband she loved so 

In respect for the love and affection he shewed 

She reduced him to dust, and she drank off 
the powder. 

But Queen Nuthorplace, of a different com- 

plexion. 
When called on to order the funeral direc- 
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Would have ate her dead lord, on a slender 

pretence, 
Not fo shew her respect, but — to save the 

expense ! 



TAM THE CHAPM.tN. 

Tarn the Chapman was a person named Kennedy, 
whom Burns had knoivn in boyhood, and whom he 
aftunvanls encountered as an itinerant merchant, 
w]jcn he fuund him a pleasant companion and esti- 
mable man. Tarn, in old age, was known to Wil- 
liam Cobbett, who printed these lines, either from a 
manuscript or from recollection. 

As Tarn the Chapman on a day 

Wi' Death forgathered by the way, encountered 

"Weel pleased, he greets a wighf sae famous. 

And Death was nae less pleased wi' Thamas; 

Wha clieei-fully lays down his pack, 

And there blawa up a hearty crack. 

His social, friendly, honest heart 

Sae tickled Death, they eouldna part : 

Sae, after viewing knives and garters, 

Death taks him hame to gie him quarters. 
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YERSES TO JOHN EANKJKE. 

Ae day, as Death, that greuaome carle, gpim 
Was driving to tiie tilher wai-1' 
A miKtie-maxtie, motley squad. 
And monie a guilt-bes potted lad. — 
.Black gnwna of "each denomination, 
And thieves of every rank and station. 
From him that wears the star and garter. 
To him that wintles in a halter — 
Ashamed himsel' to see the wretches, 
He mutters, glowrin' at the bitches : Btaring 
" By O—, I'll not be seen behint them, 
Kor 'mang the sp'ritual coi-e present them. 
Without, at least, ae honest man. 
To grace this d — d infernal clan." 
By Adamhill a glance he threw, 
" L — G — ! " quoth he, " I have it now ; 
There's just the man I want, i' faith ! " 
And quickly stoppit Rankine's breath. 



ON MISS J. SCOTT, OF AYR. 

Oh, had each Scot of ancient times, 
Been Jeant Scott, as thou art, 

The bravest heart on English ground, 
Had yielded like a coward ! 
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THE BOOK-WORMS. 



" Burns," says Allan Cunningham, "on a visit to a 
nobieman, was shown into the library, where stood a 
Shakspoare, splendidly bound, but unread, and much 
■worm-eaten. Long after the poet's death, some one 
happened to open, accidentally perhaps, the same 
neglected book, and found tliis epigram in the hand- 
writing of Burns." 

Thkough and through 1h' inspired leaves, 
Ye maggots, make your windings ; 

But oh ! respect his lordship's taste, 
And spare the golden bindings. 



GRACES BEFORE MEAT. 

Some hae meat and canna eat. 
And some would eat that want it; 

But we hae meat and we can eat, 
Sae let the Lord be thankit. 



Thou, who kindly dost provide 
For every creature's want, 

We bless Thee, God of Nature wide. 
For all Thy goodness lent ! 
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And, if it please Tliee, heavenly guide, 

May never worse be sent ; 
But wiietlier granted or denied, 

Lord, bless us with content! Amen! 



O Thou, in wLom we live and move, 

Who mad'st the sea and shore, 
Thy goodness constantly we prove, 

And grateful would adore ! 
And if it please Thee, Power above, 

Still grant us, with such store, 
The friend we trust, the fair we love. 

And we desire no more. 



It haa been etal«d, that being present at a party 
where a haggis formed part of the entertainment, and 
being aslied to say aometliing appropriate on the occar 
won, Burns produced this stanza by way of grace; 
which being well received, he was induced to expand 
it into the poem entitled To a Haggis, retaining the 
verse in an altered form as a peroration. 

Tb powers wha gie us a' that's guid, 
^till bless auld Caledonia's brood, 
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;reat Jolin Barleycorn's heart's I 

In sloiips or luggies ; j 

on our board the king o' food, 



TO A PAINTER. 

When Burns was in Edinbut^h, he was introduced 
by a friend to the studio of a well-known painter, 
whom he found engaged on a representation of Jar 
cob's dream. After minutely esaminiug the work, he 
wrote the following verse on the back of a little sketch 
which is still preserved in the painter's family. 

Deak , I'll gie ye some advice, 

You'll lak it no uncivil: 
You shouldnn paint at, angels mair, 

But try and paint the devil. 

To paint an angel's kittle wark, licuiaii 

Wi' auld Nick there's less danger ; 

You'll easy draw a weel-kenC face, 
But no sae weel a stranger. R. B. 
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ON ME. W. CKUIKSHANK, 



Honest Will to hpaven is gane, 
And monie shall lament him; 

Hia faults tbey a' in Laiin lay, 
In English nane eVr kenf tlit-ni 



ON MR. W. NICOL. 

Ye maggots, feed on Niool's brain, 
For few sic feasts ye've gotien ; 

You've got a prize o' Willie's heart, 
For deil a bit o't's rotten. 



ON MR W. MICHIE, 



Here lie Willie Mit-hie's banes 
Satan, when ye tak him, 

Gie him the schnolin' o' your n 
For cle^ er deiH he'll mak 'en 
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ON MISS BURNS. 

Ceask, ye. prude?, your envious railings, 
Lovely Burns has charms, confess: 

True it is, she had one failing — 
Had 9 woman ever less? 



WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCH. 

A CAULD day Deci-mher hlew ; 
A cauld kirk, and in 't but few ; 
A caulder mini>ter ne'er spak ; 
It will be lang ere I come back. 



TO MRa DAVID WILSON. 

Scrawled on the ri 
at Mrs. David Wilao 

My blessings on ye, honest wife, 

I ne'er was here before ; 
Te've weallh o' gear for spoon and knife - 

Heart could not wish for more. 
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Heiiven keep you eiear of sturt and sti'ife, troub 
Till far ayont fourscore, bejoi 

And by the Lord o' death and life, 
I'll ne'er gae by your dwjr ! 

Ftb., X-8T. 



VERSE ON MISS AINSLIE. 

" Dr. Bowmaker had selected a text of Seripturo 
that contained a heavy detiuiiciatioii a<;aiii9t obsliuato 
Blimers. In the course of the seniion, Burns observed 
the young lady turning over the leaves of her Bible 
with much earnestness in search of the text. He 
took out a slip of paper, and with a pencil wrote 
the following lines on it, which he immediately pre- 
sented to her." — Cromek. 

Fa-ir maid, you need not take the liint, 

Nor idle texts pursue ; 
Twas STKifty sinners that he meant — 

Not angeU sucli && you ! 



SYMON GRAY. 

A young man named Symon Gray, the son of a 
respectable citizen of Dunsc, had addicted liinisclf to 
the unprofitable service of tlie Muse, and hearing of 
the Ayrshire bard being at Berrywell, he took the 
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liberty of sending a specimen of his verse for Eums'a 
opinion. The poet gave it a hasty peiusai, and re- 
turned it with merely the remark : 

Symon Gray, 
You're dull fo-day. 

Sjmon not abashed immediately sent a fresb packet 
whicii the poet ai qunklj returned with an mscnp- 



Dulne with leloutlel wiv 

III eiz d the wits of Symon Gray 

Strange lo aaj two rebiffs we e in ifHtient to take 
the eire liom bjnons \aiitj and hn sent a third 
packet LOntaining several of his most elabo ate per 
lo nances It came too Ute to admit oJ Bums pa> 
mg It ail) immed ate altLntion as I e vra about to 
proceed on an etcura on to the eastLm parts of the 
ou In but on h 9 return 1 few iaj'i after to Btr 
rj well he took it up and gaie it author the coup- 
dt /ri t as follows — 

Deak Simon Grat, 

The other day, 

When you sent me some rhyme, 
I could not then just ascertain 

Its worth, for want of time. 
But now to-day, good Mr. Gray, 

I've read it o'er and o'er, 
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Tried all my skill, but find I'm still 

Just where I was before. 
We auld wives' mioions, gie our opinions, 

Soliciled or no ; 
Then of its faults my honest thoughts 

I'll give — and here ihey go. 



We can scarcely present before gonj i-ompany the 
opinion of (he bar'l in its entire form ; but the reader 
will have an idea uf its general bearing from one 



Such damned bombast no 
Will shew, 'Or time to c 



ANSWER TO AN INVITATION. 

Your billet, sir, I grant receipt ; 
Wi' you I'll canter ony gate, any wa; 

Though 'twere a trip to yon blue warl', 
WLare birkies march on burning marl : feiioir 
Then, sir, God willing, I'll attend ye, 
And to his goodness I commend ye. 

R, Burns. 
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WRITTEN ON A WINDOW OF THE CROSS 
KEYS L\N AT FALK111K,(?) 

" Buma hail latelj provided himself with a dia- 
monil to scrilible on glass ; and it is said that a verso 
written with tliis instrument was afterwards found on 
a window in the ino." 

SouHO be bis sleep and blithe bis mora, 
That never did a lassie wrang ; 

Who poverty ne'er held in scorn, 

For misery ever tLoled a jiang.^ saifma 
liar. 



They went to Carrou, in the hope of seeing the 
celebrated iron works there, although, the day, being 

1 This 18 given on the authority of Mr. G. Boyack, St. An- 
drews. It is introduced, with some other circnmatancea re- 
garding Bums's visit to Falkirk, which I regard as doubtful, 
in the Fifahire Jaitmal, Nov. 4, 1B4T. The last line is tliere 
givon thuBT "i**or miseiy never tholed a pang," which, being 
inconwstent with the sense evidently intended, 1 liave hera 
taken leave to alter. 
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Sunday, it ia difficult to understand how they should 
have expected admission. 

We cam na here lo view your warks 

In hopes to be mair wise, 
But only, lest we gang to hell, 

It may be nae surprise. 

But whan we tirled at your door, ntiisi 

Your porter dought na he&v ns ; couii 

Sae may, should we to hell's yett3 come, gain 
Your billy Satan sair us! sioiher— eerve 



VERSES WKITTEN ON THE WINDOW OF 
AN INN AT STIRLING. 



Herk Stuarts once in triumph reigned, 
And laws for Scotland's weal ordsined ; 
But now unroofed this palace stands, 
Tlieir sceptre's fallen to other hands. 

The injured Stuarts' line are gone, 
A race outlandish fills their throne, — 
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An idiot race, to honour lost ; 

Wlio know them beat despise ttieni most.' 

1737. 

' Alian CunningbiiRi bus given EOme particulars regarding 
this affair, which I repeat, witliont yonching for their accn- 
racy. " The poet seems not to have been very sensilile at that 
time of his imprudence; for some one Eiatd: ' Bum.it, this will 
do you no good.' ' I shall reprove myself,' lie said, and 
iiTote these a^pravaUng words i — 
iiash mortal, and slanderous poet, thy name 
Shall no longer appear In the records of Famei 
Dost not know that old Mansfield, who writes like the Bible, 
Saya the more 'lis a truth, sir, the more 'tis a libel 'P ' " 
The lines were speedily copied into note-books, became gen- 
erally known, and of com-se excited no small amount of re- 
in the Paiaky Mapaane, Dec. 1823, there is a narration 
meant to show that Nicol, and not Bums, was the author of 
tliese lines. It is stated that Bums, finding them attribuUd 
t« himself; although sensible that they injured him wilh so- 
ciety, allowed the imputation to rest, rather than expose Kicol 
to ibe same evil fame, which to him woatd have been more in- 
jorious. Although this atoiy is brought forward in a circum- 
stantial and confident manner, it has little evidence in its 
Eivor, and a good deal against it. Mr. B. Nightingale, Prioiy 
Bead, London, possesses a few leaves of a manuscript book in 
Biuiis'x handwriting. Amongst several pieces, published and 
unpublished, appears this nnfortunate epigram, wilh the head- 
line, Wmte bg ^vm^o^ inan Inaai StirUng. 



H.*. I, Google 



ON ELPHINSTONE'S MARTIAL. 

" Did I ever repeat to you an epigram I made 
on a Mr. BIphlnstone, who has given a traualation 
of Martial, a famous Latin poel ? The poetry of 
Elphinstone can only equal his prose notes. I was 
sitting in a merchant's shop of my acquaintance, waitr 
ing somebody ; he put Elphinstone into my hand, 
and asked my opinion of it; I begged leave to write 
it on a blank leaf, which 1 did." Burns io Ctarinda, 
Jxnmiy 1738. 

Oh thou, whom poesy abhors ! 
Whom prose has turned out of doors ! 
Heard'st thou yon groan ? Proceed no further ; 
'Twas laurel'd Martial calling murther ! 



ON A FRIEND. 

An honest man here lies at rest 
As e'er God witli His image blest ! 
The friend of man, the friend of truth ; 
The friend of age, and guide of youth. 

Few hearts like hia, with virtue warmed, 
Few heads with knowledge so informed : 
If there's another world, he livea in bliss ; 
If there is none, he made the best of this. 
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HOWI.ET FACE. 

" One of the lords of Justiciary, when holding 
circuit at Dumlries, dined one day witli Mr. Miller at 
Dalswinton. According to the oustom of the limes, 
the after-dijiner libations were somewhat copious; 
and, oil entering the drawing-room, his lordship's 
visual otgans were so much aflected, (hat he asked 
Mr. Miller, poinling to one of his daughters, who were 
reckoned remarkably handsome women, ' Wha's jon 
howlet-faced (hing in the comer ? ' 

" Next day, Burns, wlio then resided at Ellisland, 
happened to be a guest at Dalswinton, and, in the 
course of conversation, his lordship's very ungallant 
and unjust remark was mentioned to liim. He im- 
mediately took from his pocket an old letter, on the 
back of which he wrote in pencil the following lines, 
and handed them to Miss Miller ; — 

" How daur ye ca' ma howlet-faced. 

Ye ugiy, glowering spectre? stiring 

My face was but the keijkin' glass lookiag 
An' there ye saw your picture," 
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THE SOLEMN LEAGUE AND COVENANT. 

Spoken Jn reply to a gentleman who meered at 
the suffHiings of Scotland for conacicnee' sake, and 
called tbe Solemn Le^uc- and Covenant Hdkulous 
and faoatical. 

The Solemn League and Covenant 

Cost Scotland blood — coit Scolland tears; 

But it sealed Freedom's sacred cause — 
If lliOTi'rC a slave, indulge thy sneers. 



ON A CERTAIN PARSON'S LOOKS. 

That there is faUehood in his looks 

I must and will deny ; 
They say their master is a knave — 

And sure they do not lie. 



WILLIE STEWART. 

" Sir Walter Seolt possesses a. tumbler, on whith 
are the following vei-sus, written by Burns on ihe 
ai'rival of a friend, Mr. W. Stewart, factor to a gen- 



H.*. I, Google 



VEliSICLES. ti'd 

tieman of NitJisdale. The landlady beinj; very wrolh 
at what she considered the disfigurement of her glass, 
a gentleman present appeased her by paying down 
3 shilling, and ean-ied ofi' the relic." — Lockhart. 

You're welcome, Willie Stewart; 

You're welcome, Willie Stewart ; 
There's ne'er a flower that blooms in May, 

That's half eae welcome's thou arL 

Come, bumpers high, express your joy. 

The bowl we maun renew it ; 
The tappit-hen,^ gae bring her ben, in 

To welcome Willie Stewart. 

May foes be Strang, and friends be slack, 

Ilk action may he rue it, 
May woman on him turn her back. 

That wrangs Ihee, Willie Stewart! 



ANDREW TURNER. 

Bemg called imperlmentU one evening from a 
partj of fr ends at the Kings Arms, Dumfries, to 
see a \ain coxcomb m the torm of an English com- 
mercial traveller who haiiiii; a bottle of wine on bis 

1 A eant phrase denuting a tin nieaaure, containing a 
quart, so called from the knob on the lid, supposed to reeem- 
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table, thought he might patronize the Ayrshire Plough- 
man, Bums entured into conversation with the crea- 
ture, anil soon saw what sort of person he had to 
deal with. About to leave the room, Burns was 
urged to giie a tdsle of his poweiB of impromptu 
versifying before he went ; when, having ashed the 
stranger's name and age, he instantly penned and 
handed to him the stanza which follows — -after 
which, he abruptly departed. 

In f.evpiilecn hundred forty-nine, 
SataD took stuff tu make a swine, 

And cuist it in a corner ; turn 

But wijily he changed his plan, 
And shaped it somethin<; like a man, 

And ca'd it Andrew Turner! 



VERSES TO JOHN M'MURDO, Esq., 



Mr. M'Murdo resided at Dramlanrig, as chamber- 
liun to tlie Duke of Queensberry. He and his wife 
and daughters are alluded to in the election piece, en- 
titled Second Epistle to Mr. Graham ofFintTy. They 
were kind and hospitable friends of Bums, who cele- 
brated several of the young ladies in his songs. 

Oh, could I give thee India's wealth, 
As I this trifle send. 
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i thy joy in boili would be 
To shai'e them wiib a frieod ! 

But golden sands did never grace 

The Helieonean stream ; 
Then lake what gold could never buy — 

An iioLiest bard's esteem. 



Blest be M'Murdo to iiis latest day ! 
No envious cloud o'ercast his evening ray ; 
No wrinkle furrowed by ihe hand of care, 
Nor ever sorrow add one silver hair I 
Oh, may no son the father's honour stain. 
Nor ever daughter give the mother pain ! 



VVKITTEN ON A WINDOW OF THE 

GLOBK TAVERN, DUMFRIES. 

The graybeard, old Wisdom, may boast of his 
ti'easures, 
Give me wilh gay Folly to live ; 
I grant him his calm-blooded, time-settled pleas- 



t Folly has raptures to give 
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EXCISEMEN UNIVERSAL. 

Ye men of wit and wealth, why all this sneer- 
'Gainst poor excisemen ? give the cause a hear- 

Wbut ai'e your landlords' rent-rolls? teasing 

ledgers : 
What premiers — what? even raonarehs' mighty 

gangers : 
Nay, what are priests, those seeming godly wise 

What are lliuy, pray, but spiritual 



To Riddel, much-lamented man, 

This ivied cot was deai- ; 
Reader, dost value matchless worth ? 

This ivied cot I'evere. 

1 In the King's Arms bin, Dumfries, in consequence of 
oterheariiig a gentleman speak despitefully of tlie officers of 
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ON A NOTED COXCOMB. 

Light laj- ihe earlh on Billy's breast, 
Hid cliicken heart's so tender ; 

But build a castle on Ills head, 

His skull will prop it under. 



ON C0MMI8SAEY GOLDIE'S BBAINa 

LoKD, lo iea)unt who dares thee call, 

Or e'er dLapute thy pleasure ? 
Else why within so thick a wall 
) poor a treasure^ 



PITAPH ON MB. GABRIEL BICHARDSON, 
BREWER, DUMFRIES. 

Here brewer Gabriel's fire's estinct, 

And empty all his barrels ; 
He's blest if as he brewed he drink, 

In upright honest morals. 
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EPITAPH FOR A DOG. 

" We spent three days with Mr. Gordon, whose pol- 
ished hospitality is of an original and endearing kind. 
Mrs. Gordon's laptlog, Echo, was dead. She would 
have an epitaph for him. Several had been made. 
Burns aas asked for one. This was setting Hercules 
to his distaff. He disliked the subjeet, but to please 
the lady he would try. Here is what he produced." 
Mr. Syme lo Dr. Carrie. 

In wood and wild, ye warbling throng. 

Your heavy loss deplore ! 
Now half extinct your powere of song, — 

Sweet Echo is no more. 

Ye janing, screeching things around. 

Scream your discordant joys ! 
Now half your din of tuneless song 

With Echo silent lies. 



Whbk , deceased, to the devil v 

'Twas nothing would serve him but Sat 
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" Thy fool's hejid," quoth Satan, " that ci'on 

shaU wear never, 
I grant thouVt as wicked, but not quite s 



IMPROMPTU 1 



Old Winter, with liia frosty beai-d, 
Ttius once to Jove his pi-ajer preferred : 

' Thoaghwe have not many professed impromptus of Bums, 
it is certain that lie showed a remarliabl« rendintss in produc- 
ing such trirtea. 

Ab an e:iampl6 of b\i ready powers of versiflcation: A Mr. 
Ladymnti, an English commercial traveller, alighting one day 
at Brownhill Inn, in DumtViesshira, tbnnd that lie should have 
to dine with a company in which was Robert Bums. The 
dinner, at which the landlord. Bacon, presided, i>a9sed off 
well, the principal dish being the well-known namesake of the 
host, who, it may be remarked, appeared Id be looked on as 
something of a Euperfloity at his own tahle. The man had 
retired for a ffew minutes to see after a fresh supply of toddy, 
when some one called upon Bums to give the young English- 
man some proof of his being really Bums the poet, by com- 
posing some verses on the Epur of the moment; and it was 
with hardly an interval for reflection that the bard pro- 
nounced as follows :— 
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" What have I doae of all tlje year. 
To bear this haled doom severe ? 
My cheerless suns no pleasure know ; 
Niglit's hoiTtd car drags, dreary slow ; 
My dismal months no joys are crowning, 
But spleeny English, hanging, drowning. 

" Now, Jove, for once be mighty civil, 
To countevbalance all this evil ; 
Give me, and I've no more to say, 



Another instance ; — 

Bums bad neglected to orfer dinner one day for Nicol and 
Masterton, who were spending a n-eek at Dnrnfrles, so that 
the party were obliged to put up with a tup's bend which the 
landlady had in put for herself. When it had twen dis- 
posed on the board, " Burns," said Nicol, " we fine you for 
yonr neglect of arrangements: you give us TOinething new as 
a grace." Our poet instantly, with appropriate gesture and 

O Lord, when hunger pinches sore, 

Do thou stand us in stead, 
And send ue from ihy bounteous store, 

A tup or weUier head ', Amen. 

They fell to and enjoyed their fare prodigiously, leaving, 
however, a miracnlously ample sufficiency for the host and 
hostess. "Now, Burns, we've not done with you. We fine 
you again. Return thanks." He as promptly ^id : 

Lord, since we have feasted thus, 



H.*. I, Google 



VKIiSlCLKS. 251 

Give me Maria's natal-day ! 
That brilliant gift shiill so enrich me, 
Spring, Summer, Auluinn, cannot malch me." 
" 'Tis done ! " siiys Jove ; bo ends my story, 
And Winter once rejoiced in glory. 



TO DK. MAXWELL: 



Maxwell, if merit here you crave, 

That merit I deny : 
You save fair Jessy from the grave ? — 

An angel could not die ! 



ON SEEING MRS. KEMBLE IN YARICO.' 

Kemble, thou cur'st my unbelief 

Of Mosea and his rod ; 
At Yarico's sweet notes of grief 

Tiie rock with tears hud flowed. 

1 The ietter in which these epigrams occur app h 

KmckerbocJCe:- far September, 1848. On aiioth 
the epigntm on Mrs. I 
of lakle and Yarico i 
ibe SJth of October, 1' 
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ON W— R , Esq. 

So vile was poor Wat, sueb a miscreant slave, 

That the worms even damned him wlien laid in 
his grave ; 

"In his skull iheru is famine!" ii starved rep- 
tile cries; 

" And his heart it is poison ! " another replies. 



On a person who bored a, company for a consider- 
able lime with references to the many great people 
he had lately been visiting. 

No nioi'e of your tilled acquaintances boasi, 
And in what lordly circles you've been : 

An insect is still but an insect at most. 
Though it crawl on the head of a queen. 



TO MR. STME. 

On sending Mr. Sjine a dozen of porter from the 
Jerusalem Tavern of Dumfries, Burns accompanied 
the gift with a complimentary note. 

Oh, had the malt thy sti-ength of mind, 
Or hops the flavour of thy wit. 
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'Twere drink for first of human kind, 
A gift that even for Syme were fit. 



At Sjme's ovia house, being pressed to stay and 
drink more, Burns hesitated ; then taking up a tum- 
bler, he scribbled on it ; 



Bu wba can a 
T man and his 
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WIUTTEN EXTP:MP0RE in a LADY'S 
POCKET-BOOK. 

Grant me, indulgent Heaven, lliat I may 

To see the miscreanta feel the pains they 

give: 
Deal Freedom's sacred treasures free as air, 
Till slave and despot be but things which 



THE CREED OF POVERTY. 

In politics if thou wouldst mix, 
And mean thy fortunes be ; 

Bear this in mind, be deaf and blind. 
Let great folks hear and see. 



Oh THE L01\L InATI\E&" 

Burnt and S(nie with i ^oung phi-iri<in named 
Maxwell and i(.\iril othi_n <ill latitudindrians m 
most respects, and all uf thtm tnemies ol (he system 
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pursued by the goTernment, held occasional symposia 
of a strictly private nature, at which they tould enun- 
tiate their sentiments freely. Jn antagonism to them, 
was a elab of Anti-Gallicans, who took upon them- 
selves the name of the Loyal Natieea ; and it appears 
that one of these gentlemen ventured on one occasion 
to launi^li a political pellet at the three friends of the 
people. A very miserable pellet it was : — 

Te Sons of Sedition, give ear (o my song ! 
Let Syme, Burns, and Maxwell pervade every throng ; 
With Craken the attorney, and Mundell the rjuack, 
Send Willie the monger to hell with a smack. 

This being handed across the table to Burns at one 
of the meelings of the disloyal corps, he instantly in- 
dorsed it with — 

Ye true Loyal Natives, attend to my song ! 
In uproar a,nd riot i'ejoiiio the nigbt long ; 
From envy and hatred your corps is exempt. 
But where is your shield from the darts of 
contempt ? 



ON JOHN BUSHBY, WRITER, DUMFRIES. 



Here lies John Bushby, honest v 
Cheat him, devil, if you can. 
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TO MISS JESSY LEWAR8, 



Thine be tlie volumes, Jessy fair, 
And with them take the Poet's prayer— 
That Fate may in her fairest page, 
With every kindliest, best presage 
Of future bliss, enrol thy name ; 
With native worth, and spotless fame, 
And wakeful caution still aware 
Of ill — but chief, man's felon snare. 
Ail blameless joys on earth we tind. 
And all ihe treasures of ihe mind, 
Tliese be thy guardian and reward ; 
So prays thy faithful friend, the Bard. 



THE EARL OP GALLOWAY. 

Bums bad an antipathy of old standing towards 
the Earl of (Jalloway. There in a siring of epigrama 
whii'li tlie irascible bard launched at this respettable 
nohle.man, with of course no other effect than to make 
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moderate-minded men lament hia own subordination 
of judgment to spleen. 



What dost thou in I 
Flil, Galloway, and find 

Some narroiv, dirty, dungeon cave, 
The picture of thy mind ! 



No Stewart art thou, Galloway, 
The Stewarts all were bravp ; 

Besides, the Stewarts were but fools, 
Not one of them a kna^e. 



Bright ran thy line, Galloway, 
Through many a fai--famed sire : 

So ran the far-fann:d Roman way, — 
So ended in a mire. 

On being informed [misinformed ?] that the Earl 
threatened bim with his resentmcJit. 

Spare me thy vengeatice, Galloway, 

In quiet let me live : 
I a^k no kindness at thy hand, 

For thou hast none to give. 

vol. lii. IT 
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OLD SONGS, IMPEOVED BY BURNS. 



O WHARE DID YOU GET? 

TuME — Boanr/ Hundee. 

The air of Bonny Dundee Appears in the Skene 
US., of date circa 1620. The tune seems to have 
existed at even an earlier period, as there is a song to 
it amongst those which more written by the English 
to disparage the Scottish followers hy whom James 
VI. was attended on his arrival in the south. The 
first of the following verses is from an old homely 
ditty, tho second only being the composition of Bums. 

'WHABE did you get iiiat hauver meal oalmml 

bannock ? taia 

silly blind body, dinna ye see ? 

1 gat it frae a brisk young sodger laddie. 
Between St. Johnston and bonny Dundee. 

gin I saw the laddie that gae me't \ 

Aft has he doudled me upon his knee ; aandied 

May Heaven protect my bonny Scots laddie, 
And gend him safe hame to his babie and me ! 
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I AM MY MAMMY S AE BAIttN. 259 

My blesnin'3 upon thy sweet wee lippie, 

My blessin's upon thy bonny e'e-bree ! 
Thy smilps are sae like my blilhe sodger laddie, 

Thou's aye the dearer and dearer to me ! 
But I'll big a bower on yon bonny bank*. 

Where Tay rins winiplin' by Fae clear ; winding 
And I'll cleed thee in She tartan sae fine. 

And raak thee a man like thy daddie dear. 



I AM MY MAMMTS AE BAIRN. 



I AM ray mammy's ae bairn, 

Wi' unco folk I weary, sir ; st 

And if I gang lo your house, 
Tm fleyed 'twill make me eerie, sir. am 
I'm owre young to marry yet ; 

I'm owre young to marry yet ; 
I'm owre young — 'twad be a sin 
To tak me frae my mammy yet. 



Hallowmas is come and gane, 

The nights are lang in winter, sir ; 

And you and I in wedlock's bands. 
In troth, I dare na venture, sir. 
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iuO UP IK THE MOltNIKG EAKLT. 

Fu' loud anij shrill the frosty wind 
Blaws througli the leaflesa timmer, 

I'll aulder be gin simmer, sir. 



UP IN THE MOENING EARLY. 

TuKE— Cold bloii:s the Witid. 

Written on- the basis of an old song, the thorns 
of which is here preserved. 



Up in the mojTiing early ; 
When a' the hills are covered wi' t 
I'm sure it's winter fairly. 

Cauld blaws ihe wind frae east to we; 

The drift is driving sairly; 
Sue ]oud and shrill I bear tiie blast, 

I'm sure it's winter fairly. 

The birds sit chitCering in the thorn, 
A' day they fare but sparely ; 

And lang's the night frae e'en to mor 
I'm sure it's winter fairly. 
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TIIEHE WAS i 



THERE WAS A LASS. 



There was a lass, they ca'd her Meg, 
And she held o'er the moors to spin ; 

There was a lad tliat followed her. 
They ca'd him Duncan Davison. 

The moor was dreigh, and Meg was teoio 

Her favour Duncan could na win ; 
For wi' the rock she wad hiin knock. 
And aye she look (he temper-pin. roguutiQ^ i 

As o'er the moor they lightly foer, "' 

A liurn was clear, a glen was gi'een, 
Uiion (he hanks they eased their shanks, 

And aye she set the wheel between : 
But Duncan swore a haty aith, 

That Meg should be a bride the morn, 
Then Meg took np her spinnin' graith, e 

And flang them a' out o'er the burn. 
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LADY ONLIE. 



i man may drink and no be 
A man may fight and no b 

4. man may kisa a bonny laif 
And aye be nelcome back ; 



LADY ONLIE. 

TuHB — The Buffan-s SanU 

A' THK lads o' Tliornie-bank, 

When they gae to the shore o' Bucky, 
They'll step in and tak a pint 
Wi' Lady Onlie, honest Lucky ! 
Lady Onlie, honest Lucky ! 

Brews guid ale at shore o' Bucky ; 
I wish her sale for her guid ale, 
The best on a' the shore o' Bucky. 

Her house sae bien, her curch sae clean, piMsm 

I wat she is a dainty chucky; 
And cheerlie blinks the itigle-gleed fli 

Of Lady Onlie, lione'st Lucky ' 
Lady Onlie, honest Lueky ' 

Brews guid ale at shore o' Bucky ; 
I wish her rale tot hei guid ale. 
The be-t on a' the ^loie o' Bucky. 
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THE PLOUGHMAN. 



THE PLOUGHMAN. 



Of this piece, the two last yerses only ave by 
Bums. For the longer song, including tbem, refer- 
ence may be made to the Musetim, 

The ploughman he's a honny lad, 

His mind is ever true, jo, 
His garters knit below his knee, 

His bonnet it is blue, jo. 

Then up wi't a', my ploughman lad, 
And hey my merry ploughman ; 

Of a' the trades that I do ken, 
Commend me to the ploughman. 

I hae been east, I hae been west, 

I hae been at St. Johnston ; 
The bonniest sight that e'er 1 saw, 

"Was the ploughman laddie dautin'. 
Up wi't, etc. 

Snaw- white stockings on his legs, 

And siller buckles glancin'; 
A guid blue bonnet on his head. 

And oil, but he was handsome. 
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MY HOGGIE. 



MY HOGGIE. 



What will I do gin my lioggie ^ die, 
My joy, my pride, my hoggie ? 

My only beast, I had nae mae, 
And oh, but I was vogie. 

The lee-iang night we watched the fauld, 

Me and my faithfu' doggie, 
We heard nought but the roaring linn, 

Amaog Ihe braes sae scroggie.^ 

But the howlet cried frae the castle wa', 
The blutter frae the boggie, hIk-bi 

The tod replied upon the hill — 
1 trembled for my hoggie. 

When day did daw and cocks did craw. 

The morning it was fc^gie. 
An unco tyke lap o'er the dyke, atnmgedog— 

And maist has killed my hoggie. 

1 " Hoggie, n j-oung sheep after it la smeared, and bcfor 
is first shoro." — Stenhouse. 
3 Full of stunted busbes. 
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PLEASANT TIME. 



SIMMER'S A PLEASANT TIME. 

Tl'ne— Jf/e Wanhin 0. 

This ia an nlil song, upon which Bum? appears tc 
Lave made only a few alterations. 

Simmer's a pleasant time, 

FbweM of every colour; 
The water rins o'er the heugh, fai 

And I long for my true lover. 
Ayp waiikin 0, 

Waukiii still and wenrie : 
Sleep I cat! get nane 

For thinking on my dearie. 

When I =le.-p I Jream, 

When I wauk Tm eerie: "moroui 

Sleep I can get nane 

For thinking on my dearie. 

Lanely night eomes on, 

A' the lave arc sleeping ; res 

I think on ray bonny lad. 

And l)leer my e'en wi' greetin'. 
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FIRST WHEN MA&GY WAS MY CARE. 



FIRST WHEN MAGGY WAS MY CAEE. 

Tune — WhitOe o'er Ute Lave o't. 

First when Maggy was my care, 
Heaven I thought was in her air ; 
Now we're married — spier nae mair — inioin 

Whistle o'er the !ave o't. 
Meg was meek, and Meg was mild, 
Bonny Meg was Nature's child; 
Wiser men than me's beguiled — 

Whistle o'er the lave o't. 

How we live, my Meg and me, 

How we love, and how we 'gree, 

I care na by how few may see — about ii 

Whistle o'er the lave o't, 
Wha I wish were maggots' meat, 
Dished up in her winding-sheet, 
I could write — but Meg maun see't — 

Whistle o'er the lave o't. 
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JAMIE, COMB TRY ME. 

Jamie, come try me ; 

Jamie, come try me ; 
If thou would will my love, 

Jamie, come Iry me. 

If thou should ask my love. 
Could I deny thee ? 

If thou would win my love, 
Jamie, come try me. 

If thou should kiss me, love, 
Wha could espy thee? 

If tiou would he my love, 
Jamie, come try me. 



AW A', WHIGS, AWA'I 

Tdsb — Awa', Whigi, ama'. 
The second and last stanzas only are by Burns; 
he rest is from an old Jacobite song. 



Awa.', "Whigs, awa'! 

Awa', Whigs, awa' ! 
Te're but a pack o' traitor louns, 

Ye'U do nae good at a'. 
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3 WHAKE HAE TE BEEN? 

Our thrissles flourished fresh and fair, 
And bonny bloomed our roses ; 

Hut Whigs came Hke a frost in June, 
And withered a' our posies. 

Our ancient crown's fa'n in the dust — 
Deil bhn' them wi' the stour o't ; dust 

And write their names in his black beuk, 
Wha gae tlie Whigs the power o't. 

Our sad decay in Church and Slate 

Surpasses my descriving ; 
The Whigs came o'er us for a curse, 

And we hae done wi' thriving. 

Grim, vengeance lang has la'en a nap, 
But we may see him wauken ; 

Gude help Ihe day when royal heads 
Are hunted like a maukin ! bare 



WHERE HAE YE BEEN? 

T UNE — KmecraiiMe. 

" The chorus of this song is dd ; the rest ol 
written by Burns."^ STEsnodSK. 

Whake hae ye been sae braw. lad ? 
Whai-e hae ye been sae brankie, ? 
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Oh, whare Lae ye been sae braw, lad? 

Cam ye by Killiecrankie, ? 
An' ye had been whare I hae been. 

Ye wad na been sae cantie, ; i 

An' ye had seen what I hae seen, 

On the braes o' Killiecrankie, 0. 

I fought at land, I fought at sea; 

At hame I fought my aunlie, O; 
But I met the devil and Dundee, 

On the bi-aes o' Killieci-ankie, O. 
The bauld Pitcur fell in a furr. 

And Clavers got a clankie, O, 
Or I had fed an Athole gled, 

Oa the braes o' Killiecrankie, 0. 



CA' THE EWES TO THE KNOWES. 

The versea within brackets are old, with only a 
few louthes of improTement by Burns. 

Ca' the ewes to the knowes, flrin 

Ca' them where the heather grows, 
Ca' them where the burnie rows, roiii 
My boany dearie. 

As I gaed down the wafer-side. 
There I met my shepherd lad, 
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) FOR a' that, AND' A THAT. 

He rowed me sweetly in his plaid, ro 
And he ca'd me his dearie. 

Will ye gang down the water-side, 
And see the waves aae sweetly glide ? 
Beneath the hazel spreading wide, 
The mooa it shines fu' clearly. 

[Ye sail get gowns and ribbons meet, 
Cauf leather ehoon upon your feel, i 
And in my arms ye'se lie and sleep, 
And ye sail be my dearie. 

If ye but stand to what je've said, 
I'se gang wi' you, my shepherd lad. 
And ye may row me in your plaid. 
And I sail be your dearie.] 

While waters wimple to the sea, meu 
While day blinks in the lift sae hie, sh 
Till clay-cauld death shall bliti' my e'e, 
Ye sail be ray dearie. 



FOR A- THAT, AND A THAT. 

Though women's minds, like winter winds, 
May shifl and turn, and a' that; 

The noblest breast adores them maisl, 
A consequence I draw that. 
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YOUNG JOCKRY. 

For a' that, and a" that, 

And twice as mickle's a' thai. 

The honny lass that I Jo'e best, 
Shall be my ain for a' that, ett 



YOUNG JOCKEY. 

" The whole of [this song], excepting three or four 
bes, is the production of Bums." — Stenhousk. 

Young Jockey was the blithest lad 

Iq a' our town or here awa' : 
Fu' blithe he whistled at the gaud, plough 

Fu' lightly danced he in the ba'. 
He roosed ray e'en, sae bonny blue, pratei 

He roosed my waist, sae genty sma' ; ciegimtir 
And aye my heart came to my mou', 

When ne'er a body beard or saw. 

My Jockey toils upon the plain. 

Through wind and weet, through frost and 

And o'er the lea I leuk fu' fain, 

When Jockey's owsen hameward ca'. move 
And aye the night comes round again, 

When in his arras he takes me a'; 
And aye he vows he'll be ray ain, 

As king's he has a breath to draw. 
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WHA 18 THAT AT MY BOWKR DOOE? 

Tune — iflM, an' I cume near thee. 

" Mr. Gilbert Burns tolil the editor (Cromck) that 
this song was suggested to his brother by the Attld 
Man's Address to the Widoin, printed in Ram.ta^s 2'ea- 
Table Miscellany, whith the poet first heard sung by 
Jean Wilson, a silly old widow-woman, then living at 
Torbolton, remarkable for the amplicity and nawete 
of her character, and for ain^ng old Scoli;h songs with 
a peculiar energy and eai'nestness of manner. Hav- 
ing OQtlived her family, she still retained the form of 
family worship ; and before she sang a hymn, she 
would gravely ^ve out the first line of the verse, as if 
she had a numerous audience, to the great diversion 
of her listening neighbors." — Cromek. 

Wha is that at my bower door ? 

O wha is it but Findlay : 
Then gae your gate, ye's nae be here ! nay 

Indeed maun T, quo' Fitidlay. 
What raak ye, sae like a thief? 

come and see, quo' Findlay : 
Before the morn ye'U work mischief j 

Indeed will I, quo' B'indlay. 
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THE TIl'HER MOKS. 

Gif 1 rise and let you in, 

Let me in, quo' Findlay : 
Te'il keep me waukin' wi' jour din ; 

Indeed will I, quo' Find lay. 
In my bower if ye should stay, 

Let me stay, quo' Findlay : 
I fear yi'll bide till break o' day ; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 

Here this night if ye remain, 

I'll remain, quo' Findlay : 
I dread ye'll learn the gate again ; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 
What may pass within this bower, 

Let it pass, quo' Findlay : 
Ye maun conceal till your last hour ; 

Indeed wil! I, quo' Findlay, 



THE TITHER MORN. 
To a Uigklnnd air. 

The iKher mom, when I forlorn 
Aneath an aik s^t moaning, 

I did na Irow, Td see my lo 
Be^lde me, 'gain the gloaming, 

TOl. III. IB 
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274 THE TITIIEE MORN. 

But he sac tri^', lap o'er the rig, 
And dawtingly did cheer me, 

When I, what-reck, did least expec', 
To see my lad so near me. 

His bonnet he, a thought aject, 

Cocked sprush when first he clasped ni 
And I, I wat, wi' fainness gral, gie 

Wliile in his grips he pressed me. 
Deil tak the war! I late and air, 

Hae wished, since Jock departed ; 
But now as glad Fm wi' my lad. 

As short syne broken-hearted. ni 

Fu' aft at e'en wi' dancing keen, 

"When a' were blithe and merry, 
I cared na by, sae sad was I, 

In absence o' my dearie. 
But, praise be blest, my mind's at re; 

I'm happy wi' my Johnny : 
At kirk and fair, I'se aye be there, 

And be as canty's ony. 
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AS I WAS A-WANDERING. 

TnNB — Sim MevMcU mo Mhealladh. 

Buma has bcre merely made EOme cbang«s upon an 
old soag, and it is questionable if bis alterations are 
improvements. 

As I was a-wandering ae midsummer e'enin', 
The pipers and youngsters were making their 

Amang them I spied my faithless fausc lover, 
Which bled a' the wounds o' my dolour 

Weel, since he has left me, may pleasure 

I may be distressed, but I wjnna com- 
plain; 
I flatter my fancy I may get anither, 
Jly heart it shall never be broken for 



I couldna get sleeping till da win for 
The tears trickled down like the hail : 
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276 THE WEA.RY PUXD O' TOW. 

Had I na got greetin', my heart wad ha' 
broken, 
For ob I love forsaken's a tormenting pain. 

Although he has left me for greed o' the siller, 
I dinna envy him the gains he can win ; 

I rather wad bear a' the latie o' my sorrow 
Than ever hae acted sae faithless to hira. 



THE WEARY PUNU 0' TOW. 

TuKE — The WeUTii Fund o' Tow. 

The weary pund, the weary ptincl, 
The weary pund o' tow ; 

I think my wife will end her life 
Before she spin her tow, 

I bought ray wife a stane o' lint stone- 

As guid as e'er did grow ; 
And a' that she has made o' that, 

la ae poor pund o' tow. 



There sat a bottle in a hole, 
Bejont the ingle lowe, 
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And aye slm took tlic tkiier souk, 

To drouk tliu stowi'ie tow. wet- 

Quoth I, for shame, ye dirty dame, 

Gae spui youi' tap o' tow! 
Slie took ihe rock, and wi' a knock 
She brak it o'er my pow. 

At last her feet — I sang to see 't — 
Gaed foi-emoat o'er the knowe ; 

And or I wad aiiither jad, «« 

I'll wallop in a tow. hangii 



GANB IS THE DAY. 

Tune — Gaidmfe, comii ihe Laaria. 

Gane ij the day, and mirk's the night. 
Bat we'll ne'er sti'ay for fau't o' light, 
For ale and brandy's stars and moon, 
And bluid-red wine's the rising sun. 

Then guidwife, count the lawin, raetoo 
The lawiit, the lawin ; 

Then guidwife, count thy lawin, 
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i78 IT IS NA, JEAN, THY BOKNY FACE. 

There's wealth and case for gentlemen, 
Anil simple folk maun fight and fen; m 
But here we're a' in ae accord, 
For ilka man that's drunk's a lord. 

My coggie is a haly pool, 

Tliat heals the wounds o' care and dool ; 

And pleasure is a wanton trout, 

An' ye drink but deep je'U find him o 



IT IS NA, JEAN, THY BONNY FACE. 



It is na, Jean, thy bonny face 

Nor shape that 1 admire, 
Although thy beauty and thy grace 

Might weel awake desire. 
Something, in ilka part o' thee, 

To praise, to love, I find ; 
But dear as is thy fiirm to me, 

Still dearer is thy mind. 

Nae mair ungenerous wi-li T hae. 
Nor stronger in my breast, 



H.*. I, Google 



MY COLLIER LADDIE. 5 

Than if I canna mnk thee sae, 

At least (o see thee blest. 
Content am I, if Heaven shall give 

But happiness to thee ; 
And as wi' thee I'd wish to live, 

For thee I'd bear to die. 



Mr COLLIER LADDIE. 

Tune — TBe CoUier Laddie. 

Burns, in his Notes, speaks of this song as an old 
one with which he had had nothing to do. As it ap- 
pears, however, in no other collection, and is found in 
his handwriting among Johnson's manuscripts, Mr. 
Stenhouse infers that the greater part of it ia his own 
composition. 

" Where live ye, my bonay lass ? 

And tell me what they ca' ye;" 
" My name," she says, " is Mistress Jean, 

And I follow the Collier Laddie." 

" See you not yon hills and dales. 
The sun shines oa sae brawlie ? 
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280 MY COLLIER 

They a' are mine, and they shall be thioe, 
Gin ye'U leave your Collier Laddie, 

"Ye sliall gang in gay attire, 

Weel buskit up sae gaudy ; dress 

And ane to wait on every hand. 

Gin ye'U leave your Collier Laddie." 

" Though ye had a' the sun shines on, 
And the earth conceals sae lowly ; 

I wad turn my back on you and it a', 
And embrace rny Collier Laddie. 

"I can win my five pennies in a day, 
And spen't at night fa' hrawlie ; 

And make my bed in the Collier's neuk, con 
And lie down wi' my Collier Laddie. 

"Luve for luve is the bargain for me, 

Though the wee cot-house should hand me 

And the world before me to win my bread, 
And fair fa' (ny Collier Laddie." 
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3 JACOBITi;a BY 1 



YE JACOBITES BY NAME. 

I'usF..— Ye Jaeobitfs by Nn,ne. 

Ye JiioLiles bj mme £;i; e in e tr, gire an 

Ye Jaeobitea by name, give iu Lir ; 
Ye Jacobites bj n'^me 

Your f'»ule» I will proJaim, 

YoTii doLtniiP- I maun blirae — 
Yuu shijl heir 

What IS light and what i= wring by the laiv, 
by the law ^ 
What i» light and what i& wraug by ibe law? 
Whit IS light tnd what i, -wrang? 
A 'ihoit aword and i lang 
A neak arm and a Strang 

WInt makta heroic strife fimed afar, famed 

Wliit makes heroit stnie filmed afar ? 
1\ hat mikes heroic sinte ' 
To wliet th' isMfsina knife, 
Or hunt a parent's life 
Wi' bluidie war. 
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282 LADY MAUr ANS. 

Then let your schemes alone, in the stale, in 
the state ; 
Then let your schemes alone in the state ; 
Then let your schemes alone, 
Adore the rising sun, 

And leave a man undone 
To his fate. 



LADY MARY ANN. 

TuHE — Craigfm's Gramng, 

"Modelled by Burns from an ancient ballad, enti- 
tled Craigton's Growing."— Stenhouse. 

Oh, Lady Mary Ann looked o'er the castie 

She saw three bonny boys playing at the ba' ; 
The youngest iie was the flower amang them 

My bonny laddie's young, but he's growin" 

father ! father ! an' ye tliink it fit, 
We'll send him a year to the college yet ; 
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"We'll sew a green ribbon round about his liat, 
And that will let them ken he's to marry 
yet. 

Lady Mary Ann was a flower i' ihe dew ; 
Sweet was its smell, and bonny was its hue, 
And Ihe longer it blossomed the sweeter it 

For the lily in the bud will he bonnier yet. 

Toung Charlie Cochrane was the sprout of an 

Bonny and bloom in', and straught was its 

The sun took delight to shine for its sake, 
And it will be the brag o' the forest yet. 

The simmer is gane when the leaves they were 

And the days are awa' that we hae seen ; 
But fer belter days I trust will come again, 
For my bonny laddie's young, but he's growin 
yet. 
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;kmche s ox AND J 



KENMUllE'S ON AND AW A'. 

TVSK — O Keamure's OH ami aica', Willie. 

This song is supposed to be one of those which 
Buriia only improved from old versions. William 
Gordon, sixth Viscount of Kenmure, ridsed a body 
of troops for the Pretender in 1715, and Lad the chief 
command of the insurgent forces in the south of Scot- 
land. Taken at Preston, he was tried and condemned 
to be behe*ied, which sentence was executed on the 
24th Febi-uary, 171G. 

O Kenmure's on and awa', Willie ! 

Kenmure's on and awa' ! 
And Kenmure's lord's the bravest lord 

That ever Gallow(ay saw. 

Success lo Kenmure's band, Willie .' 

Success to Kenmure's band ! 
There's no a heart that fears a Whig 

That rides by Kentnure's hand. 



Here's Kenmure's health in i 
Here's Kenmure's health ii 

There ne'er wa* a coward o' 
Nor yet o' Goi'don's line. 
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SUCH A PARCEL OF ROGUES. 

Kenmure's lads are men, Willie ! 

Kenmure's lads are men ! 
Their hearts and swoivls are metal true. 

And that their faes shall ken. 

They'll live or die wi' fame, Willie ! 

They'll live or die wi' fame ! 
But soon, wi' sounding vicforie, 

May Kenmure's lord come hame ! 

Here's him that's far awa', Willie ! 

Here's him that's far awa' ! 
And here's the flower that I love best — 

The rose that's like the snaw ! 



SUCH A PARCEL OF EOGUES IN A 
NATION. 

TvBE — A Fared of Roguii in a Nalioa. 

Fareweel to a' our Scottish fame, 

Fare wee! our ancient glory, 
Fareweel even to the Scottish name, 

Sae famed in martial story. 
Now Satk rins o'er the Solway saiids, 
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And Twted una lo the icean, 
To mirk where England 3 pio\ince stands — 
Sueh a parcel ot ru'ues in ■» nation 

What force or guile could not aubdue 

Ihrough many warlike ages 
Is wrought now by 1 coiiaid few, 

Foi hireling ttaitors wages 
The English steel wp could diMlain, 

becuie in lalours station, 
But Enghsh gold has been our baae — 

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation. 

O would, ere I had seen the day 

That treason thus could fell us, 
My auld gray head had lien in clay, 

Wi' Bruce and loyal Wallace ! 
But pith and power, till my last hour, 

I'll mak this declaration; 
We're bought and sold for English gold — 

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation. 
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THE CAEJLES OF DYSAIiT. 



THE CAELES OF DYSART. 



Written upon the basis of an old song. 

Up wi' the carles o' Djsart, 

And the lads o' Buckhaven, 
And the kimmers o' Lorgo, t 

And the lasses o' Leyen. 

Hey, ca' through, ea' through, 

For we bae mickle ado ; 

Hey, ca' through, ca' through, 

For we hae mickle ado. 

We hae (ales to tell, 

And we hae gangs to sing ; 
We hae pennies lo spend, 

And we hae pints to bring. 

We'll live a' our days, 

And them that come behin'. 

Let them do the like. 

And spend the gear they win. i 
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288 THE CAitLE OF K.ELLTBURN BKAES. 



THE CARLE OF KELLYBURN BRAES. 

Tu^lE —KeU'jbsm Braes. 
An old set of traditionary verses modified by Burna, 

There lived a carle on Kellyburn Braes, 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonny wi' thyme,) 

And he had a wife was the plague o' hia days: 
And the thyme it is withered, and rue is in 
prime. 

Ae day as the carle gaed up the lang glen, 

(Hey, and the rue growa bonny ivi' thyme,) 

He met wi' the devil ; says, " How do you 

fen?" com^oa 

And the thyme it is withered, and rue is in 

prime. 

" I've got a bad wife, sir ; that's a' my com- 

plaint ; 

(Hey, and the rue grows boniiy wi' thyme,) 

For, saving your presence, to Jier ye're a saint : 

And the thyme it is withered, and rue is in 

prime." 
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,Es. 289 

"It's neither your stot nor j-our staig tuuocs— colt 
I shall emve, 
(He}', and (he rue grows bonny wi' thyme,) 
But gie me your wife, man, for her I must 

Anii tlie tiiyme it is withered, and rue is in 
prime." 

"0 welcome, most kindly," the blithe carle 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonny wi' thyme,) 
" But if ye can inatch her, ye're waur than ye're 
ei'd: 
And Ihe thyjne it is withered, and rue is in 



The devil has got the auld wife on his bade ; 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonny wi' thyme,) 
And, like a poor pedler, he's carried his pack ; 

And the thyme it is withered, and rile is in 

He's carried her hame to his ain httllan-door; '■ 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonny wi' thyme,) 

Syne hade her gae in, for a b and a : 

And the thyme it is withered, and rue is in 
prime. 

part of the house from the air, when the houae-door was open. 
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290 THE CABLE OP KELLYBUKN BRAICS. 

Then straight he makes fifty, the pick o' hia 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonny wi' tliyme,) 
Turn out on her guard in the clap of a 

And the tliyme it is withered, and rue is in 
prime. 

T)ie carline gaed through them like ony wud mod 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonny wi' thyme,) 
Whae'er she gat hands on cam near her nae 

And the thyme it is withered, and rue is in 
prime. 

A reekit wee devil looks over the wa' ; smokj 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonny wi' ihyme,) 

" Oh, help, master, help, or she'll ruin us a' r " 
And the thyme it is withei'ed, and luu la in 
prime. 

The deyil he swore by the edge o' his knife, 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonny wi' thyme,) 

He pitied the man that waf lied to a wife ; 
And llio Ihyme it la i\iihered, and rue i^ in 
prime. 

The devil he swore by tlie kirk and the bell, 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonny wi" thyme.) 
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JOCKY FOU AND JENNY FAIN. ^91 

He was not in wedlock, thank Heaven, but in 
bell: 
And ibe tbyme it is withered, and rue is in 

Then Satan has travelled again wi' his pack; 

(Hey, anil (he ruo grows bonny wi' thyme,) 
And to her auld husband he's carried her back : 

And the thyme it is withered, and rue is in 
prime. 

"I hae been a devil the feek o' my life, 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonny wi' thyme,) 

But ne'er was in hell till I met wi' a wife : " 
And the thyme it is withered, and rue is in 
prime. 



JOCKY FOU AND JENNY FAIN. 

This verse was thrawn by Bni-iiB into a song 
Eauisay. 

Let love sparkle in her e'e, 
Let her lo'e nae man but me ; 
That's the tocher guid I prize, i 

There the lover's treasure lies. 
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THE SLAVK'S lament. 



TUE SLAVE'S LAMENT. 

" The words and llie music of this song were com- 
niutiit'ated by Burns for tlic Museum." — Stenhouse. 
" I believe that Burns took the idea of his verses from 
the Betrayed Maid, a ballad formerly inoi;h hawked 
about in Scotland." — C. K. Siiakpe. One might 
haveheatated to assign this song to Barns; but cer- 
tainly his authorship of it is much Jbrti dud by its resem- 
blance to another song of his enlillud The Ruined 
Farmer's Lament, which seeim to have been formed 
on the same model; see vol. i. Appendix. 

It n'i^ ID ■>wcet Sencgil ihit my foes did me 
CQthra! 
For the land-, of Viigmia, 0; 
Torn from thiit lovely shore, and must never 
see It more. 
And ala'' I am weary weiry, ! 

All OD that chai'mmg coast is no bitter snow 

Like the Unds of Vugima ; 
iiieie sireima for eier flon and there flowei-s 
for ev(.r blow 
Anl alas I am iveirj neiry, 01 



H.*. I, Google 



COMING THUOUGH THE EYE. 293 

Tlie bui-den I must bear, wliik the cruel scourge 

III Uie lands of Virginia, O ; 
And I think on friends most dear, with Ihe 
bitter, bitter tear, 
And alas I am weary, weary, ! 



COMING THROUGH THE RYE. 

TUXE — Cuming Ihi-ough ihe Ri/e. 

CoMiNt lhroUj,h the rye poor body, 

Giming ihiou'h the lye 
She diai„ift a her petlitoatie, 
Coming through (he rje 
Jennys a i\ it pooi body, 

Jenny's geldom dry 
She draigkt a liei pptlicoatie, 
Coming tl loiigh th rye. 



Gin a boly meet i I ">1 
Coming Ihiuugh the i 

Gin a bodj ki i bod\ 
I^eed 1 body crj '' 
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Gin a body meet a body 
Coming through the glen 

Gin a body kiss a body, 
Need tlie world ken ? 



YOUNG JAMIE, PRIDE OP A' THE PLAIN 

T[.\E — The Cii'hno Ih' Glen. 

Young Jamie, pride of a' the plain, 

Sae gallant and sae gay a swain, 

Tliroiigh a' our lasses he did rove, 

And reigned resistless king of love. 

But now wi' sighs and starting tears, 

He strays amang the woods and briers ; 

Or in the glena and rocky cares 

He lad complaining dowie raves ; meiaochoiy 

"I wha sae lat« did range and rove, 
And changed wilh eiery mnon my love, 
1 little thought the time was near. 
Repentance I should buy sae dear. 
The slighted maids my torment see. 
And laugh at a' the pangs I dree ; sufiet 

While she, my cruel, scornfu' fair, 
Forbids me e'er to see her mair ! " 
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( OF ECCLEFECHAN 



THE LASS OF ECCLEPECHAN'. 

Ivss — Jnckn Lfitin. 

Gat ye me, gat yc me, 

gat ye me wi' naething ? 
Rock and reel, and spinnia'- wheel, 

A mickle quarter basin. 
Bye attour, my gulcLer has Moreover — gmmJ 

A Leigh house and a laigh ane, 
A' forbye my Iwnny sel', beE 

The toss of Ecelefechiin. t 

haud your tongue now, Luckie Laing ; 

haud your tongue and jauner; pn 

1 held' the gale till you I met, went on proBpere 

Syne I began to wander : i 

I tint my whistle and my sang, 

1 tint my peace and pleasure; 

But your green graff, now, Luckie Laing, k 
Wad airt me to my treasure. a: 
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THE CAKDIS OT. 



THE CARDIF O'T. 



Foi h h 
A d h 

Yet I 
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THE LASS THAT MADE THE BED TO ME. 



Among the songs contributed for Johnson's fifth 
volume, and which appeared in it, ivas one entitled 
The Lass (hat m/u/e lite Bed lo Me. Burns had found 
a rude and lii^entious old ballad under ibis title, had 
put it through his refining alembic, and brought it out 
a fine rieh narrative song, but still too warm in its col- 
oring for modem delicacy. He afterwards siill fur- 
ther purified il, as follows. 

When winter's wind was blawing cauld, 

As to the north I bent iny way, 
The mii'ksome night did me enfuuld, 

I knew na whei'e to lodge (ill day, 

A charming girl I chanced to meet, 

Just in the middle o' my care, 
And kindly she did me invite 

Iter father'o humble i.-of (o share. 

Her hair was like the go«-d =ae fine. 
Her teeth were like the ivorie, 
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21)8 WHEN winter's wind. 

Her cheeks lilce lilies i^ipt in wine, 
Tlie lass tbat made the bed to me. 

Her bosom was the drifted snaw, 
Her limbs like marble fair to see ; 

A finer foiiii nane ever saw 

Than hers that made the bed to nie. 

She made the bed baith lang and braid, 
Wi' twa white hands she spread it down, 

She bade " Guid-night," and smiling said, 
■' I hope ye'll sleep baith sa/t and soun'." 

Upon the morrow, when I raise, 
I thanked her for her courtesie; 

A blush cam o'er the comely face 
Of her that made the bed for me. 

I clasped her waist and kissed her syne ; 

The tear stude twinkling in her e'e ; 
"0 dearest maid, gin ye'll be mine. 

Ye aye sail mak the bed to me." 
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THE HIGHLAND I.ADDIE. 



THE HIGHLAND LADDIE. 

TusE — If thou' U piny me fair piny. 

" Compiled by Buma froru sonifi Jacobite viirses, 
ntitlt'd The Highland Lad and ihe Lowland Lassie." 
- Stenhouse. 

The Iwnniest lad tliat e'er I isaw, 

Bonny laddie, Higliland laddie, 
Wore a plaid, and was fu' bvaw. 

Bonny Highland laddie. 
On his head a bonnel blue, 

Bo^iny laddie. Highland laddie, 
His royal heart was firm and true, 

Bonny Highland laddie. 



Trumpets sound, and c 

Bonny Isissie, Lowland lassie. 
And a' (he hills wi' echoes roar, 

Bonny Lowland lassie. 
Glory, honour, now invite. 

Bonny lassie, Lowland lassie. 
For freedom and my king lo fight, 

Bonny Lowland lassie. 
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The sun a backward course shall take, 

Bonny laddie, Highknd laddie, 
Ere aught ihy manly courage ahake, 

Bonuy Highland laddie. 
Go ! for yoursfilf procure renown, 

Bonny laddie, Highland laddie, 
And for your lawful king liis crown. 

Bonny Highland laddie. 



SAE FAR AWA'. 

Tvsa—DalkeWi Maiihn Brl 



SAD and heavy si o Id I pi 

B t to hpr fxVf sae fir i 
U k lo T ng what my way n a' 

Mj native land ie fir an^ 
Thou that of a th ngs Mal,er 

Tl -xt fo med tl <i Fa r le 1 
Gie body tre „th a d I U ne 

At ihis mj way sac fir aw 

How t ue love to pure le 
S lo e to ler de f r ivi 

And nought ui 1 eil mj b c 
■tt h le oh 1 e IS oe 1 a 
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ILT. AYE CA IN BY YON TOWN. 

iJane olher love, nae other dart, 
I feel, but hers sae far awa', 

ial fairer never touched a heart, 
Tlian hci-s the Fair, sae far awa'. 



TT.L AYE CA- IN BY YON TOWN. 

I'll aye ca' in hy to town 

And bj jon garden gieei agnm 

I'll ftjp ca jn by jon town 
And 'iee mj Iwnny Jein tg-un 

There mr e all ken theies nane sail guess, 
Whtl bnngs me batk the gile a^^ n 

£ut '.he my laire t taithtu la 

And stonlina we sail meet again sitiiibiij 

Shell wandei by the iiken iree 

'When trystm t dip liiwa nejj igiin, 

And whtn her lovely form I ee 

O haith' she 5 doubly Icar ^galn wth 



H.*. I, Google 



BANNOCKS O' BARLEY. 

Formed by Bums on tlie basis of a Jacobite 

Basnocks o' bear-meal, cak™ 

Bannocks o' barley ; 
Here's to the Higbland man's 

Bannocks o' barley ! 
Wlia' in a bi-ulzie 

Will first cry a parley ? 
Never the lads wi' 

The bannocka o' barley! 

Bannocks o' bear-meal, 

Bannocks o' bai-ley ; 
Here's to the lads wi' 

The bannocks o' barley! 
Wha in bin wae-days 

Were loyal to Charlie? — 
Wha but the lads wi' 

The bannocks o' barley ? 
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POU out KlGUTl'U 



IT WAS A' FOR OUK iUGHTFU' KING. 

Tune - /( Ka> <C f^y ourHghtfu' X%. 

The authorflhip of this song way be doubted. Al- 
lan Ciiiiiiingliain was of opinion, that Burns " rather 
beautified and amended some ancient strain nliJoh he 
had discovered, than wrote it mhoUj- from his own 
heart and fan Se h ma n h iV tes 

to Johnson's M m b M D d L ng 
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301 IT WA.S a' for our 

He turned him right and I'utiad about 

Upon the Irish shore, 
And gae his bi-idle-reins a shake, 

With adieu for t 
My deal", 

With adieu for 



The sodger from the wars reiuni 
The sailor free the main, 

But I hae parted frae my love, 
Never to meet again, 

My dear, 
Never to meet again. 

When diiy is gane, and niglit Is 
And a' folk bound to sleep, 

I think on him that's far awa', 
Tlie lee-lang night, and weop, 

My dear, 
The lee-lai!g night, and weep. 
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widow's lamext. 305 



THE .HIGHLAND WIDOWb LAMENT. 

" This pathetic Lallad was wholly mmposed by 
Burns for the Museum, unless we exrtpt the esela- 
mation: 'Och-on, wh-on, och-rie!' which appears in 
tlie old song composed on the massacre of Glencoe, 
inserted in the first volume of the Museum." — Sten- 
HOOSE. 

Oh, I am come to tlie low countrie, 

Och-oii, och-on, ocli-rie ! 
Without a penny in my purse, 

To buy a meal to uie. 

It was na sae in the Highland hills, 

Och-on. och-on, och-rie ! 
Nae woman in the country wide 

Sae happy wan as, me. 

For Iheii I had a scoi-p u' kye, 

Och-on, och-on, och-rie ! 
Feeding on yon hills so high. 

And giving milk to me. 

And there I had threescore o' yowes, e^ea 
Och-on, och-on, och-rie ! 
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) THE HIGHLAND WIDOW'S LAMENT. 

Skipping on yon bonny knowes, 
And casting woo' lo me. 

I was the happiest of the dan, 
Sair, sair may I repine ; 

For Donald, was the brawest lad) 
And Donald he was mine. 

Till Charlie Stewart cam at last, 

Sae far to set us free ; 
My Donald's arm was wanted then. 

For Scotland and for me. 

Their waefu' fate what need I tell? 

Eight to the wrang did yield ; 
My Donald and his country tell 

Upon Culloden's field. 



Oh, I am come to the Ic 
Och-on, och-on, och-rie ! 

Nae woman in the world wide 
Sae wretched dow as me. 
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O STEER HEH Ur. 



O STEER HER UP. 



The first four lines of this song are part of a 
ditty. 

STEER her up, and haud her gaun, sBr— keep 

Her mother'a at the mill, jo ; 
And gia she winna take a man, 

E'eo let her take her will, jo. 
Firat shore her wi' a kindly kiss, th 

And ea' another gill, jo ; 
And gin she take the thing amiss, 

E'en let her flyte her fill, jo. 

O steer her up, and be na Hate, t 

And ffin ihe take it ill, jo. 
Then lea'e the laasie till her fj.te. 

And time nae langer =pill, jo. 
Ne'er break your heart for ae rebate, 

But think upon it still, jo ; 
Then gin the lassie winna do't, 

Ye'U fin' anither will, jo. 
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■WEE WILLIE GRAY. 



WEE WILLIE GRAY. 



Written by Bums in imitation, and to the tune, of 
an old nursery-aong. 

Wee Willie Gray, and his leather wallet, 
Peel a willow-wand, to be him boots and jacket ; 
The rose upon the brier will be him trouse and 

doublet, 
The rose upon the brier will be him trouse and 

doublet. 

Wee Willie Gray, and his leather wallet. 
Twice a lilie flower will be Jijm sark and cravat ; 
, Feathers of a flie wad feather up his bonnet. 
Feathers of a flie wad feather up his bonnet. 
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E SHE DANG ME. 



AYE MY WIFE SHE DANG ME. 

Tune — 3fj Wife ake dang me. 

O Ar m f 1 da in i 

And 1 nywf ddbngm 
If ye g a w m n a h w II 

Gu d fa tl I 11 n "an J 
On p and y m n I b t, 

And t 1 I a. I d 

But n h t n nt 

As rs dlj m c, d 



Wh a n J 1 y d 

My pa 1 II e. h 

I'm bl ab n u 
ay ray w f h da m 

And f n y n f d d ba 

If ye amah 

Gu d fa th h 11 00 
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GUID ALE COMES. 

GUID ale comes, and guid ale goc 
Guid ale gara me sell my hose, 
Sell my hose and pawn my shoon ; 
Gaid ale keeps my heart abooo. 

1 had sax owsen in a pleugh, 
They drew a' weel eneugli, 

I sell (hem a' just ane by ane ; 
Guid ale teeps my heart aboon. 



ROBIN SHUEE IN HAIEST. 



RoBm shiirc in liairst, 
I shure wi' him ; 

Fient a heuk had I, 
Yet I stack by him. 
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SWKETEST MAT. 

I gaed up lo Dunse, 

To warp a wab o' pJaiden ; web- 
At his daddie's yett, 

Wha met me but Robin? 

Was na Robin bauld, 
Tliough I was a cotter, 

Played me sic a trick, 

And me the eller's doehter ? 

Robin promised me 

A' my winter vitile : 
Fient hae't he had bui three 

Goose feathers and a whittle. 



SWEETEST .MAY. 

Sweetest May, let love inspire thee, 
Take a heart which he desires thee ; 
As thy constant slave regard it. 
For its faith and truth reward it. 

Proof o' shot to birth or money, 
Not the wealthy but the bonny ; 
Not high-born, but noble-minded, 
In love's silken band can bind it. 
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THERE WAS A BONHY LASS. 
Theke was a bonny lass, and a bonny, bonny 



And she lo'od her bonny laddie dear, 
Fill war's loud alarms lore her laddie frae her 



Wi' monie a sigh and a tear. 
Over sea, over slwre, where the cannons loudly 



He still was a stranger to fear; 
And nought could him quail, or his bosom assail, 
But the bonny lass be lo'ed sae dear. 



" The first verse of this song is old ; the second 
is written by Burns." — Stenhouse. 



THAT I had ne'er heen married, 
I wad never had nae care ; 
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CROWD IB. 

Now IVe gotten wife and bairns, 

And they cry erowdie eyermair. i" 
Ance erowdie, twice erowdie, 

Three times erowdie in a day ; 
Gin ye erowdie ony mair, 
Ye'll erowdie a' my meal away. 

Waefu' want and hunger fley me, i 

Glowrin' by the hallan en'; staring— do 

Sair I fecht thera at the door, 

But aye I'm eerie they eortie hen. iOfttmi 
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PIECES DOUBTFULLY ATTRIBUTED 
TO BURNS. 



THE HERMIT. 



Whoe'ek thou an, these lines now readi; 
Think not, though from the world recedir 
I joy ray lonely days to lead in 

This desert drear ; 
That fell remorse a conscience bleeding 

Hath led me here. 

No thought of guilt my bosom sours ; 
Fi-ee-willed I fled from courtly bowers ; 
For well I saw in halls and towers 

That lust and pride, 
The arch-flend's deareat, darkest powers. 

In elate preside. 

I saw mankind with vice incrusted; 
I saw that honour's sword was rusted ; 
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That few for aught but folly lusted ; 
That he was still deceived who trusted 

To love or friend ; 
And hither came, with men disgusted, 

My life to end. 

In this lone cafe, in garments lowly, 

Alike a foe to noisy folly, 

And brow-bent gloomy melancholy, 

My life, and in my office holy 
Consume the day. 

This rock my shield, when storms arc blowing, 
The limpid streamlet yonder flowing 
Supplying drink, the earth htistowing 

My simple food ; 
But few enjoy the calm I know in 

This desert wood. 

Content and comfort bless me more in 

This gi'ut, than e"er I felt before in 

A palace — and with thoughts still soaring 

To God on high, 
Each night aud mom with voice imploring, 

This wish I sigh : 

" Let me, Lord ! from life retire. 
Unknown each guilty worldly lire. 
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316 THE VOWEL3, 

Remorse's throb, or loose desire ; 

And when I die, 
Let me in this belief expire — 

To God I fly." 

Stranger, it' full of youlh and riot, 
And yet no grief has marred thy nuiet, 
Thou haply thron'st a scornful eye at 

The hermit's prayer : 
But if thou ha^t good eauae lo sigh at 

Thy fault or care, 

If tiiou hast known false loyeS vexation, 
Or hast been exiled fi-om thy nation, 
Or guilt affrights thy contemplalJon, 

And makes thee pine, 
Ob 1 hiiw must thou lamenf thy station. 

And envy mine ! 



THE VOWELS: 



'TwAS where the birch and sounding thong a 
The noisy domicile of pedant pride ; 
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"Where Ignorance her darkening vapour throws, 

And Cruelty directs the thickening blows ; 

Upon a time, Sir Abece the great, 

In alt his pedagogic powers elate, 

His awful chair of state resolves to mount, 

Anc! call the trembling vowels to account 

Fii-st entered A, a grave, broad, solemn wight, 
But, ah ! deformed, dishonest to the sight ! 
His twisted head looked backward on his way, 
And flagrant from the scourge lie grunted, ai.' 

Reluctant, E stalked in ; with piteous race 
The jusCling tears ran down his honest fece ! 
That name, that well-worn name, and all hia 

Pale he surrenders at the tyrant's throne ! 
The pedant stifles keen the Roman sound 
Not all his mongrel diphthongs can compound ; 
And next the title following close behind. 
He to the nameless, ghastly wre 



The cobwebhed Gothic dome resounded, Y ! 
In sullen vengeance, I disdained reply : 
The pedant swung his felon cudgel round. 
And knocked the groaning vowel to tlie ground ! 

In rueful apprehension entered O, 
The wailing minstrel of despairing wo ; 
The Inquisitor of Spain tbe most expert. 
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3lS ON Pi-ITCIiL POTTRl 

Might there have le'imt new mjitprie'' of his 

Sj gnm deformed with horrors enteiing U 
Hi deaieit friend and brother scarcely knew! 

A'5 liembhag U ftood stiting all aghast 
The pedant in hi left hati I el itched him fast 
In helpless infants teirs he d \ ped his right 
Baptised him eu and kicked him fiom liis sight. 



ON PASTORAL POETRY. 

Hail Poesie ! thou Nympli reserved ! 

In cha~e u' thee, what crowds hae swerved 

Frae common-sensp, or sunk enerved 

'Mang heaps o' elavers; babblings 
And och ! ower all thy joes ha« starved, feTorlta 

Mill a' thy favours! 

Say, Lassie, why thy train amang, 

While loud the trump's heroic clang, 

And sock or buskin ikelp alang ^? 

To death or maiTiage, 
Scarce anc ha" tried ihe i-hepherd-sang 

But wi' miscarriage ? 
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ON PASTORAL POETRr. 

In Homer's craft Jock Milton thrives ; 
Eschylus' pen Will Sliakspeare drives ; 
Wee Pope, the knurlin, '(ill him rives 

Horatian fame ; 
la thy sweet sang, Barbauld, survives 

E'en Sappho'a flame. 

But thee, Theocritus, wha matches? 
They're uo herd's ballat?, Maro's catches ; 
Squire Pope but busks his skinklin patches spai 

O' heathen tatters : 
I pass by hunders, nameless wrelckes, 

That ape their betters. 

In this braw age o' wit and lear. 
Will nane the Shepherd's whistle mair 
Blaw sweetly in its native air 

And rural grace ; 
And wi' tlie far-famed Grecian share 

A rival place ? 

Yes ! there is ane ; a Scottish callan — 
There's ain ; come forrit, honest Allan! foi 
Thou need na jouk behint the hallan, ekuik- 

A chiel sae clever ; 
The teeth o' time may gnaw Tantallan, 

But thou's .for ever I 

Thou paints auld Nature to the ninea. 
In thy sweet Caledonian lines ; 
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320 ON PASTOKAL POETKY. 

Nae gQwle tr vn th ough ny fJes twines 

Where Phlonel 
Wh le n fjlitly breozes f> eep the v nes, 

Her gr ef v !l tPU 

In g any gle s tlij b r e t ay i ii bri 

Where bonny la e Head Ih r hes 

Oi trots by hazelly sh'i va in 1 I lact gm 

W ha tl orne gray 
Wl ere bh kb rip I e si cpli 1 1 b hyo 

At close o' day. 

Thy rural loves are Nature's sel' ; 

Nfie bombast spates o' nonsense swell ; flo 

Nae snap eoneeiU; but that sweet spell 

0' wilchin' love, 
That charm that can the strongest quell, 

The sternest move. 
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Battle of Sh«riff-Miiir 
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Blooming Nelly 
Blue-eyed Lassie 
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Castle Gordon 
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Ciaigiebnm Wood 
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Cure for all Care . 
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Delis ii. 178 

Despondency, an Odo ... i. 303 

Down thu Bum, Davie . . . . iii. 84 
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DumfViea Voiunteers . . iii, 169 

Duncan Grey ..... iii. 3T 

Earnest Cry and Prayer to the Scotdi Repre- 

Elegy on Captain Matthew Hendmon . ii. 253 

Elegy on Miss Burnet ... ii. 271 

Elegy on Peg Nieliolson . . . ii. 244 

Elegj" on the Death of President Dundaa . ii, 123 

Elegy on the Death of Robert Ruiaseaux i. 64 

Elegv on the Tear 1788 ... ii. 166 

Epigrams, Miscellaneous - ii. 97, 98 ; iii. 212, 222-257 

Epigrams on Miss Lewars . . . iii. 212 

Epistle from Eaopns to Maria ■ ■ .iii. 94 

Epistle to a You^-g Fkiesd . . i. 271 
Epistle to Davie: . . First, i. 57; Second, i. 133 

I^istlo to Dr. Blacklock ... ii. 203 

Epistle to Hngh Parker . . . . ii. 139 

Epistle to James Smith ... i. 176 

Epistle to John Goadie of Kilmarnock . . i. 85 
Epistle to John Lapraik : 

First, i. 74; Second, i. 80; Third, i. 109 

Epistle to John Rsnkias ... i. 44 

Epistle to MiyoT Logan . . . . ii. 61 
^isUe to Mr. Graham of Fintrj-: 

Fir8t,ii.l52! Second, ii. 247 ; Third, ii.SSl; Fourth, ii. 294 

Ejdstle to the Rev. John M'Matli . . i. 112 

Epistle lo William Simpson . . i. 95 

Epitaph on Captain Grose ... ii. 209 

Epitaph on Holy Willie . . . . i. 108 
Expostulation on a Rebuke administered by 

Mrs. Laivrie . . . . ii. 08 

n the Court of Session . . ii- 90 



H.*. I, Google 



Fair Eliza . 

Farewell, The . 

FsreWfJI to Clarinda 

Farewell to the Brethren of Si 

F6te Champ^tre 

Five Carlines 

For a' (hat and a' that 

Fragment of an Ode for Washington's 



'3 Last Lett 



to Clari 



FromB[ 



Gala Water 
Gallant Weaver 
Gardener wi' his Piudle . 
Green grow the Bashes 
Gudewife of Wauehope-House 

Halloween 



Hands. 



LB Nell 



Hermit, The 

Hey for a LasB wi' a Toeher 

Highland Harrj- . 

Highland Laddie . 

Highland Lassie . 

Highland Mary 

Highland Wid'ow's Lament 
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Vowels, The, a Talo iii. 316 

Wandering Willie .... iii. 50 
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Willie WastJe 
Willie's Awa' 
Winter, a Dirge 

WlOTEU NlGHI . 

Written in a Copy of Thomson's Melod 

sented to a Lady 
Written in an Envelope enclosing a L 

Captain Grose . . . . 
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INDEX TO THE SONGS, 



ACCORDING TO THEIK ] 



Adieu I a heart-wunn, fond adieu 

Adown winding Nitli I did wander 

Ae fond hiss, and tlien we sever 

Again rejoicing nature sees 

A Highland lad my love was born 

Although my bed were in yon muir 

Ance mair I hail thee, tlion gloomy Deci 

And for ane-and-twenty, Tam . 

Anna, thy charms my bosom fire 

A rose-bud by my early walk 

As I was a-wandEring ae midsummer e'l 

A' the lads o' ThorniB-bank 

Awa', Whigs, awa'! 









Bannocks o' bear-meal 

Behind yon hills wlierc Stinsiar flows 

Behold the hour, the boat, arrive 

Blithe, blithe and merry wag she 

Blithe hae I been on yon hill 

Boimy lassip, will ye go 

Boimy wee thing, cannie wee thing . 

But lately seen in gladsome green 
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[SES OF SONGS. 



Canet thou leave me thus, my Katy? . 
Ca' (he yowes to (he knowes 
CUrindB, mistress of my gout 
Come, let me tnke thee to my breast 
Coming through the rye, poor body . 
Conteoted wl' little, and cantie wi' mair 
Could aught of eoog declare my pains 

Does haughty Gaul invasion threat? . 
DuBcan Gray cam here to woo . 

Forest tiiiud on Devon banks 
Fair the face of orient day 
Fareweel to a" our Scottish fame 
Farewell, thou fair day, thou green eartf 

Farewell, tliou stream that winding flows 
Farewell, ye dnngeonfl dark and strong 
Krst when Maggy was my care . 
Flow gently, sweet Alton, among thy green 

Foilorn, ray love, no comfort near 
Frue the friends and land I love 
From thee, Eliza, I mHSt go 
Fy, let us a' to Kirkcudbright 



Hereawa', 
Here is the 
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FIRST LINES or 90SG3. 



Here's a health to an? 1 to'e d. 
Here-E a health to them that's 
Here's to Ihy health, my bonn 
How can my poor heart be gla 
How cruet are the parents • 
How long and dreary is Ihe ni. 
Huw pleasant the banlis of tt 

Hnshand, hnshand, cease your 

am a hard of no regnrd 



bought my wife a etane o' lint 
coft a atane o' hasiocit woo' 
do confess thou art sae tair 
dreamed 1 lay where flowers we 
gaed a waefu' gate yestreen 
hae a wif^ o' my ain . 
'II aye ca' in by yon town . 
'II kisa thee yet, yet • 
In UaucliUne (here dwdls ^ix ] 
bellea ■ 

simmer, when the bay was ma- 
ince was a maid, though I cann 
jing of a whistle, a whistle of w 
there, for honest poverty . 
is na, Jean, thy bonny l^i 



rightfii' king 
et Senegal that i 
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PIKST LINES OF SON&S. 



Lassie wi' the lint-wliiti^ locks 
Last May a braw wooer cam down the 1 
gl,n . . . . 

Let love sparkle in her e'e . 
Let me ryke up to flight that tear 
Let not woman e"«r complain 
Long, long the night . 
Ijjud blaw (he frosty breezes 
Louis, what reck I by thee ? 

Mark yonder pomp of costly fashion . 

Musing on the roaring ocean 

My bonny lass, I work in brass 

My Chloria, mark how green the rtovcs . 

My father was a tanner upon the Cartiek 

der, . 

My Harry was a gallant gay 
My heart is a-breaking, dear littie 
My heart is eair — I dare ne. tell 
My heart is wae, and unco wae . 
My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is 

My Peggy's face, my Peggy's form . 

Nae gentle dames, though e'er sae fair 
No churchman am I for to rail and to writ< 
Now in her green mantle bhfhe Nature arr 
Now Nature hangs her mantle green , 
How rosy May comes in wi' flowers 
Now spring has clod the grove in green 
Now weetlin winds and slaught'iing guns 

O aye my wife she dang me 



Of a' the airts 


he wind can blaw 


gin my love 


were yon red rose 


guid ale com 


sandguldalegoe 



H.*. I, Google 



: LINES 0^■ SONGS. 






Oh I am come [o ihe low . 

Ot Lady Maiy Ann looks 

Ot Mary, at thy window be 

Oh once 1 ioved a honnj- lass . 

how can I be blithe and glad 

how shall I, nnskilfii', try 

Oh raging fortnne's withering blast 

Oh saw ye my dear, my Fhely . 

Oh Tibbie, I hae seen the day 

Oh were I on Parnassus' hill 

Oh wert then in the canld blast 

Oh wha will 1o Saint Stephen's Honse 

O Kenmure's on and awa', Willie 

ken ye what Meg 0' the Mill has gi 

lassie, art thou sleeping yet? 

O lay thy loof in mine, lass 

leeze me on my spinning-wheel 

O Logan, sweetly didst thou glide 

lovely Polly Stewart ! 

lUTO will venture in where it dai 



leikle t 



lylnvec 



mirk, mirk is this midnight h( 

my luve's lilce a red, red rose 

On a bank of flonere, in a sumn 

On Ces»nock Banks there lives c 

O open the door, some pity to sb 

O Philly. happy be that day 

O poortith cauld and restless Iot 

sad and heavy should I part 

saw ye bonny Lesley 

stay, sweet warbling woodlark, stay 

O steer her up and baud her ga 

O tell na me o' wind and rain 

that I had ne'er been manied 

O this is no my am laE^ie 
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OutO' 






m yoi 



whs is she thnt lo'es 

wbare did you get that hituver-meal bannock? i 

whistle, and Til come to you, my lad ii. 11 

'Willie brewed a peck o' ni 

O wilt thou go wi- me, sweet TihbiB Dunhar? 

Powetfl celestial 1 whose protection . 

Raving winds around her blowing 

Sae flaxen were her ringlets 
Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled 
Seel the smoking bowl befbre us 

She's fair and fause (hat causes my sm 
Should auld acqusialance he foigot . 
Simmer's a pleasant time 

Sleep'st thou, or wak'st thou, furest ci 
Stay, my charmer, can you leave me ? 
Streams that glide in orient plains ■ 
Sweet closes the eve on Crai^ebum \1 
Sweetest May, let love inspire thee . 
Sweet fa's the eve on Craigiebum 
Sweet 'Sensibility, how charming 



The bonni 


ast lad that e'er I jaw . 


The Catri 


e woods were yellow seen , 


The day 


eturna, my bosom bums 


The dell 


ame fiddling through the town 


The gloon 


y night is gathering fast 


Then- gro 


es o' sweet myrtle let foreign land 






The ladd] 


s by the banks o' Nith , 
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The last time I came o'er tbe moor 

The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the lii 

The loroly lass o" Inverness 

The noble Maxwells and their powers 

The ploughman he's a bonny lad 

There lireii a carle on Kellybuin braea 

There's auld Bob Morris that wons in yon glen 

There's braw, braw lads on Yan-ow braes 

There's noufiht but care on every hand 

There was a bonny lass, and a bonoy boany 



lass 
There was 


a lad was bon 


1 in Kyle 


There was 


1 a iass, and she was fair . 


There was 


1 a lass, they ca 


.■d her Meg 


There was 


1 once a day, but old 'lime tlicii 


young 






There wer 


e five carlines i 


a the south . 


There wer 


a three kings ii 


ito the east 


The small birds rejoice in 


L the green leave 


tuini«s 






The smQi. 


ig spring come 


s in rejoicing 



n I forlorn 
The weaiy pnnd, tbe weary puiid 
Thickest night, o'erhang my dtvclling 
Thine am I, my t^thful fair 
Thongh cruel fiite should bid us part . 
Though fickle fortune has deceived me 
Though women's minds like winter winds 
Thou hast left me ever, Jamie . 
True-hearted was he, the sad swain o' the Ti 

Turn again, Ihou fair Eliza 
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Up IT 



arlea 



■ Dygart 



Wae is ni}' heart, and the tear's in my e' 

Wee Willie Gray, and his leaUiet wallet 

Wha ia that at my bower-door ? 

Whare hae ye been eae braw, lad ? 

What can a yonng lassie, what shall a young 



Willi 






lie? . 



Wha will buy 
When flrat 1 came lo Stewart Kyle . 
When first I sow fair Jeanie's face 
When Gnildford good our pilot stood 
When o'er the hill the eastern star 

When wild war's deadly blast was blawn 
When winter's wind was blawing cauld 
Where are the joyS I hae met in the 

ing? . 

Where, braving angry winter's storms 
Whera Cart rins rowin' to the sea 
Where hve ye, my,boimy lass? 
While larks with Uttl« wing 
Whom will ye send to London town? 
Why, why tell thy lover? 
Willie Wastle dwalC on Tweed 



Will 



yeg. 



y Mar; 



Wilt Uiou be my dearie? . 

Te banks, and braes, and streams around 
Te bania and braes o' bonny Dooii 
Te tlowery banks o' bonnie Boon 
Ye gallants bright, I rede ye right 
Te Jacobites by name, give an ear, ^ve . 
Te sons of old Killie, assembled by Willi 
Tcstieen 1 got a pmt o' wine 
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TiHing Jamie, pride of a' the plaiu 
Young Jockey was the blithest lad 
Young Peggy blooms our bonniest lai 
You're welcome to deB|»ts, Dumouiii 
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